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To give, to receive, 
no bourbon anywhere is more deluxe 
than Walker’s DeLuxe. Straight and great 
and 7 years smooth. In new Buffet Decanter or regular bottle, 
gift-wrapped in foil with ribbons and bow. No extra charge. 


RIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY - 7 YEARS OLD - 868 PROOF HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PEORIA, ILLINOIS 








KANIN 


PLAYBILL 


the title the Scots give to 
The Last Day of the Year (some countries 
have a name for everything). Phat day is 
almost upon rtaynoy for the fifth con: 
secutive time; hence, the magazine you 


HOGMANAY i 











now hold in your hands is our Fifth 
Anniversary Issue. 
It has been a rambunctious, rewarding 





le for PLAyBoy — five fine years 
packed with many memorable moments. 
some of which are collected in the serap- 
book that filly pages 40 through 413 — 
and although we'll have no uuck with 
false modesty and make no bones about 
patting ourself on our broad editorial 
back, we realize that 4 great deal of the 
credit for our success goes to you, the 
reader, for your enthusiastic response to 
our best efforts. 

When we first began to swing, we knew 
we had a good magazine, but we had no 
idea it would develop into something 
more than a magazine. It has become, in 
these five short years, a veritable hand- 
book for the young urban male, reflecting 
his view of himself and the world around 
him, as much a part of his life as his hi-fi, 
sports car and Scotch on the rocks. 

PLAYBOY'S readers, who. 4 
independent survey, enjoy a higher pos 
tion, education and income than the 
readers of any other magazine in the 
men’s field, are like the members of a 
private club, 10 which they display @ 
gratifying loyalty. They even sport our 
registered rabbit emblem on cuff links. tie 
tacks, matches, playing cards, the ear 
rings, bracelets rters of their girl- 
friends, and a decal and felt to 
their cars and sweaters and bathrobes. 
TLAYBoY has become, in its first five years, 
the voice of what might be aptly called 


hall-deca 
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the Upbeat Generation. 

By way of celebration then, here is an 
especially handsome and entertaining 
Fifth 
citing literary and pictorial treats. A re- 
cent article in Advertising Age on the 
businessman's place in society by Dr. 
Theodore Levitt, marketing and eco- 
nomic consultant, commented: “Maga- 
zines like Harper's Bazaar, rLaynoy. 
quire and Holiday, that cater to the so- 
called people of means (the idle rich?), 
regularly publish some of the best authors 
writing in the English language today.” 
\ few such are on hand here now: Jerome 
Weidman, for instance, who, accordi 
to Ernest Hemingway. “writes just a little 
bit better than anybody else that’s 
around.” When Weidniin’s first book. 7 
Can Get It for You Wholesale, was pub- 
lished ck in 1937, F. Scou Fitzgerald 
led it “a uurning-point in the Ameri- 
can nevel.” Since then, Weidman has 
produced 15 books, including the current 
bestselling The Enemy Gamp (Playboy 
After Hours, September 1958). His latest 
work of fiction is the engrossing novelette 
that appears in its entirety in this issue: 
1 Knight Lay Dying. 

Garson Kanin hit the big ume with his 
Broadway smash, Born Yesterday, the 
Judy Holliday-Paul Douglas comedy that 
later became a movie. A deft delincator 
of life among the glamorous and glib. 
Kanin has written many other plays. 
scripts and stories, all notable for the 
spark and snap of smart dialog. Kanin’s 
story in this December pLaynoy. We're 
Running a Little Late, is as sparkling. 
snappy and smart as any that have come 
before it. 

That versatile fellow, 





Anniversary Issue filled with ex. 











































































Steve Allen, 





WEIDMAN 


SMITH 





ALLEN 


when he’s not performing for the TV or 
movie cameras or blowing het piano, 
likes to return to his first passion: writing 
With five published books of fiction and 
non-fiction to his credit. he’s whipped up 
an especially Clever yarn for this issue: 
Everybody Hates David Starbuck. Youll 
hate him, too, but we think you'll like 
Steverino’s story. 

H. Allen Smith. good-humored low 
man on a totem pole, puts in his third 
PLAYBOY nce with Luggageless 
Lowe. Smith’s latest book is The Pig in 
the Barber Shop (Playboy After Hour 
November 1958). That far-from-sad 
John. is back with another disarming, 
travel piece, The Seven Sheiks of Araby, 
Tom Mario talks about liqueurs in The 
Distillation of Sweet Delight. Ray Russelt 
again proflers his dizzy. distinctive linc of 
Christmas ds. illustrated by some of 
PLAYBOY'S star cartoonists. Famous artist 
LeRoy Neiman initiates an urbane new 



































series, Man at His Leisure, featuring 
paintings of some of the most elegant 
ng places of gentry in the world. 





gatherii 
On the Scene is on the scene again; and 
a litle fun-thing tided Dear Ann and 
Abby. offering, for a change. the male 
point of view on life and love, is certain 
to amuse you. 

The five most popular Playmates take 
a five-page. full-color curttin call here 
and beauteous. raven-ha 
zari of our July cover returns as Miss 
December. This being the Christm: 
son. some grand ideas for gifts are given 
throughout. Thomas Tusser. four c 
turies ago, said something we'd find hard 
to top right now t Christmas play and 
make good cheere, for Christmas comes 
but once a yeere.” Happy hogmanay! 
































In 1940 @ was still to come. High fidelity was still to come. 
Stereo was still to come. And Columbia was developing ali 
three. Research was already in progress which was to give you 
the first Long-Playing records, the fabulous “360” High-Fidel- 
ity phonograph and, finally, the finest stereo-fidelity records 
available today. 


‘These long years of pioneering research made it possible for 
Columbia to be the first record company to guarantee their 
high-fidelity records. Now, as might be expected, Columbia, 
because of their years of experience, offers GUARANTEED 
STEREO-FIDELITY —the ultimate in listening. 


‘This long experience is the reason why, for instance, when you 
listen to Columbia stereo you sense the complete breadth of 
the sound. For, though it comes to you through two speakers. 
it was recorded for you through at least three microphones. 
The tonal brilliance is the result of an inter-checking system 
among the creative and engineering people extraordinary in 
the industry. The Columbia Stereophonic record has survived 
an inspection system so rigid that the reject rate is twice that 
of ordinary records, thus insuring ultimate perfection in the 
record you buy. 


Now when you're considering Christmas gift records for the 
owners of stereo phonographs . . . look first to the Columbia 
list for stereo reproduction that sets the quality standard 
today. And far from incidentally, should you be thinking of 
giving someone the gift-of-the-world this year... make it a 
basic library of Columbia Stereo Records —and a Columbia 
Stereo-Fidelity phonograph to play them as no other can. 


ANOTHER 
COLUMBIA 
FIRST— 
GUARANTEED 
STEREO- 
FIDELITY 


HANDEL: Complete Organ Concertos, Vol. 1 
~E. Power Biggs, organist, Sir Adsian Boult 
conducting the London Philharmonic Or- 
chestra Kzs 602 


BEETHOVEN: Concerto No. 1 in C Major for 
Piano and Orehestra. BACH: Concerto No. 5 
in F Minor for Piano and Orchestra—Glean 
Gould, pianist, Vladimir Golschmann, con- 
ducting the Columbia Symphony Orchestra 
MS 6017 


THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD—The Mormon 
Tabernacle Choir of Salt Lake City, Richard 
P. Condie, conductor MS 6019 


LISZT= Hungarian Rhapsodies 1 and 2. 
ENESCO: Roumanian Rhapsodies 1 and 2— 
‘The Phitadelphia Orchestra, Eugene Ormandy, 
conductor MS 6018 


BREEZIN* ALONG —The Four Lads CS 8035 


‘Tit MORNING—Johnnie Ray CS 8034 


HALLELUJAH! Percy Faith and his orchestra 


cs 8033 
NEWPORT 1958—Mahalia Jackson CS 8071 


NEWPORT 1958—Duke Ellington CS 8072 


NEWPORT 1958—International Youth Band 
cs 8073 


JAZZ IMPRESSIONS OF EURASIA—The Dave 
Brubeck Quartet cs 8058 


LOVE AMONG THE YOUNG—Jennie Sm 
cs 8 


MERRY CHRISTMAS!—Johnny Mathis 


cs 8021 


CHRISTMAS SING-ALONG WITH MITCH. 
Mitch Miller and his orchestra CS 8027 


HANDEL: Messiah (Christmas Music) —The 
New York Philharmonic, Leonard Bernstein, 
conductor: Soloists and the Westminster Choir 

Ms 6020 


STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY [COLUMBIA [®) 


1x Reg. A division of Columbia Sroadcasting System, Inc 
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THE TEMPEST 

1 thought you might be interested in 
n incident that happencd to my hus- 
band and me. He had been out on a busi- 
ness trip and when he returned had heard 
a cornado alert was on between the hours 
of nine and 12 midnight. We turned the 
radio on and were not too alarmed until 
rd the Red Cross Disaster Dire 
ng instructions on what to do in 
case it struck our area. His instructions 
were to go to the southwest corner of the 
basement, turn off all electricity, and so 
forth: he finally ended up by stating, “IE 
alter this storm you have survived, thank 
God you're alive.” With this. Tran to 
the closet, got the mink and my valued 
jewelry out. threw it on the chair, turned 
to my husband and asked, “Do you have 
anything of value that you want to take? 
His only reply: “My rraynoy 
zines!” With this answer, of course, all 
tension was broken and we sat down to 
enjoy the storm. 


























mag 


Mis. Irving G. Spalty 
Rochester, New York 


HISTORY REVISITED 

Being an ardent camera bug myself, 1 
was naturally attracted to lensman Jerry 
Yulsman’s History Revisited in August. 
Counting noses in the various pictures 
(now there's a camera bug for you... 1 
even noticed the men in the pictures), I 
seemed to come up with the same nose 
every time on the male member of the 
pics. Is it possible Yulsman used a cer- 
fain amount of make-up with the same 
fella underneath on all of his shots? 
If so, lucky fella to be in such charmin; 
company! 

















Bob Wells 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 
Some of the male models doubled in 
brass, but there was more than one 
happy fella. In fact, Yulsman himself 
played Napoleon. 





Ivy a rare day at the Ladies’ Home 
Journal when we have something quite 
ay funny and racy as History Revisited! 
I happen to be one of PLavnoy’s earliest 
admirers — it’s a really bright and well- 
ind I have been “pub- 
licizing” it for years. The good job you 











did on the Journal in The Pious Por- 
nographers U have locked up in a very 
private treasure file! 
Tina S. Fredericks 
Picture Editor 
Ladies’ Home Journal 
New York, New York 


PERILS OF PUBLISHING 

I thought I would send you a note to 
say how much many of us enjoyed The 
Perils of Publishing in your August is- 
suc. It was wonderfully funny — it least 
to those of us who witness those scenes 
daily. We think you are improving your 
magazine constantly, and wish you every 
Success. 














William Zill, President 
Zifl-Davis Publishing Co. 
New York, New York 








SCANDIA SCANDAL 
Your cryptic comments in the August 
issue regarding Scandia were absolutely 
uncalled for to those of us who are 
regular patrons. Taking care of their 
regular “fare-paying” customers ahead 
of wansients, tourists, and complimen- 
tary patrons shows good judgment on 
the part of the management. 1. 100, have 
waited, but I too have overstayed my 
time ata table. All that a restaurant has: 
to sell is ttbles and cha Phe more 
often they can replace a table setting, 
the greater the amount of food thit cen 
be served. Most of Scandia‘s customers 
dillydatly and overstay the normal time. 
1 am happy to be a supporter and cus- 
tomer of this fine restaurant and will 
wait my turn to enjoy their fine cuisine. 

Frank D. Richardson 

Los Angeles, California 
Cryptic? We tried to be very clear 
indeed and will gladly clarify further. 
First of all, we never said Scandia — or 
any other restaurant —shouldn't give 
preferential treatment to its regulars 
or snub transients if it wants to. We did 
say. and we repeal: no restaurant should 
accept reservations it won't honor. Sec 
ond, there's a nice new GC-nole waiting 
here for you if you can show any evi- 
dence that our restaurant yeviewer 
failed to pay full price for his meal; 
make il @ point to visit places incognito 
how our readers might fare. 
































Ne. 





lo see 





PLAYMOY, DECEURER, 1959, YOL 5. NO. 12, PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY HHH PUBLISHING CO, INC 
ST. CHICAGO 11, HLL. ENTERED AS SECOKD CLALS MATTER AUGUST 5 


OF MARCH 3, 1075, PRINTED IN U.S.A. CONTENTS COPYRIGHTED 


Us5.. 155 POSSESSIONS, THE PAN AMERICAN UNION AND CANADA, $1 


ELSEWNERE ADD £1 PER YEAR FOR F 
ADDRESS: SEND BOTH OLO AND NEW ADDRESSES 
HOWARD LEDERER, EASTERN HANAGER, 720 FIFTH AVE 
St, cnicaco 

Du 4.7382) 5 














ICH POSTAGE. ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR NEW SuDSCRI 

B ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR CHANGE. ADVERTISING: MAIN SOVERTISING OFFICE 
ILC. MI_2-1090, LOS ARGELES REPRESENTATIVE. FRED E. CRAWFORD. S12 5. SERRA 
FRANCISCO REPRESENTATIVE. BLANCHARD-NICHOLS ASSOC 


PLAYEOY BUILDING. 232 OHIO, 
1955 AT THE POST OFFICE AT CHICAGO, 1Lz.. UNDER THE ACT 
ny HMB PUBLISHING CO. INC SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE 
OR THREE TEARS, SII FOR THO YEARS $6 FON ONE YEA 
NS AND RENEWALS. CHANGE 














C1 5.2620; WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE, 232 E, OmIO 


SAN FRANCISCO 4, CAL, TU E-ES4I- 






33 post st. 





MY SIN 
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provocative perfume ! 





LANVIN 


the best Fars has to offer 
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KAYWOODIE 


accents the male look 

















Gir Kaywoodie is always 
in good taste—with business 
wear, sports wear, leisure 
wear. And always tastes so 

good. Because only rare, 

dense-grained briar, cut 
from the very heart of the 
burl, earns the esteemed 
Kaywoodie cloverleaf. Add 
the exclusive Drinkless Fit- 

ment that screens irritants, 
condenses tars, prevents 
clogging—and you're en- 
joying the finest smoke in 
the world. Try it and see. 


Gift Sugeestions: Send 25¢ 
for illustrated color Catalog, 
B4 showing Kaywoodie 
styles, $3.95 to $2,500. 


KAYWOODIE PIPES, INC., NEW YORK 22 
World's Finest Pipes Since 1851 


Third: it occurs to us that you might 
experience some trouble in getting 
agreement from Maxim's in Paris, or the 
Colony in New York, or any other res- 
taurant that prides itself on its cuisine 
and its service, when you say that all 
it has to sell is tables and chairs! 


THE BOSOM 

1 was proud of my jumbo size 18 can- 
taloupes, but after sccing June Wilkin- 
son, I must hang my head in shame. 
arles D. Mickelian 
ecializing in Fresh 

Fruits & Tomatoes 
Fresno, California 













Too much of a good thing 
Ken Shindler 
Montreal, Quebec 


The trend in pravuoy seems to be 
toward quantity rather than quality. 
Marvin Sacks 
Reseda, California 





Legs in June, Bosom in September: 
tell me, what in December? 
Renzo Benedetti 
Genova, Italy 





‘Thanks for the manmarics. 
Allen Glasser 
Brooklyn, New York 


HOWLS OF IVY 
Your Howls of Ivy by Mr. Coffce kept 
sme in stitches long after I had completed 
it. [had thought that 1 was the imagina- 
tive sort until I read of some of the ex- 
ploits of such as Hugh Troy and W. H. 
BD. Cole which eclipsed and smothered 
iny puny University of Washington 
escapades. 
A/2c Johnny V 
APO Fran 












ms 
0, California 





Loved Howls of fvy! Here's one for the 
collection: When I attended Gase Tech 
last year, I was told of a group of me- 
chanical engineers who managed to get 
a Model-T atop i 75-foot flagpole on our 








CONCERT-DISC 
STEREO RECORDS 


REGINALD KELL, 
DISTINGUISHED CLARINETIST. 


FIVE of the world’s foremost musicians in 
a great twosome: 


BRAHMS: Clarinet Quintet in B Minor, 
Opus 115. Cat. No. CS-202. 


MOZART: Clarinet Quintet in A, K. 581. 
Cat. No. CS-203. 

Both albums as performed in London's 
Royal Festival Hall. 


A DISTINCTIVE CHRISTMAS GIFT 
.. . and wonderful listening for twosomes, 
too! Write Dept. M812 for complete 
Concert-Disc Catalog. 


CONCERTAPES, INC. 
P. O. Box 88 
Wilmette, Ilinois 
‘Sound in the Round'® 
Batancen Acoustic STEREO 


Now! A. C. Spectorsky’s latest! 


The College Years 
$7.95 


Browsers—Lost, Beat, Silent, or unclassifiable 
singers of Gaudeamus Igitur, all who at 
one time have frozen in a football stadium or 
dozed guiltily in nine o'clock class will be 
pleasantly shocked when they recognize them- 
selves, professors, and fellow-classmates in 
the pages of THE COLLEGE Y 5 
newest best-seller edited by A. C. Spectorsk: 
(The Exurbanites”), PLAYBOY’s As: 
ate Publisher. 
For THE COLLEGE YEARS Spectorsky has 
chosen sclections that capture college life in 
many different moods through six centuries. 
at 14th Century Oxford; Shelley 
z the rm to college; the 
ed rolls her stoc’ to the knee and is 
ued along the brick walks of the American 
md Eugene Gant diseovers. Homer. 
Here are “the college years” with all the e: 
itement, humor, injustice, wonder and lonel 
ness thal somehow constitute an education. 































At your bookstore. Or write, 


HAWTHORN BOOKS, bept. P12 
70 Fifth Ave. New York 11, N.Y. 


campus. No one but the enterprising 
Caseys themselves knew how they did it 
Asa result, when the prank was discov- 
ered next morning, they had to take the 
car down with a crane borrowed from a 
nearby construction job. 

Gilbert Barcus 

Mingo Junction, Ohio 


Like a rare wine, pLAvnoy improves 
with age. Your September issue was the 
greatest. Howls of Ivy is the funniest 
le I've r a Jong, long time and 
he Subliminal Pitch runs a close sec- 
ond. 






Bruce A. Hoffman 
Piusburgh, Pennsylvania 


MORE SLIN' AND EROS 
John Keats is right on every count. 1 
have been a native Detroiter for 25 years 
and have finally had my eyes opened 
to the reasons I dislike these cramby 
chromey cars. I bought a Corvette in 
1957 and have sworn off the other De- 
troit monsters, Bravo to a well-written 

article and a great magazine. 
Donald GC. Browne 
Detroit, Michigan 














Some way ought to be found to place 
Eros in the hands of every car dealer 
in Americu—even better, every car 
owner! 





Ed Bartlett 
Burlington, Vermont 





You may have something in the in- 
dignant “opinion” of John Keats, Since 
Tam understandably prejudiced, 1 will 
not remark upon Mr. Keats’ statement 
“Detroit is operating on the theory 
we all are as daft as Farouk” or on 
the “great big shiny automobile fes- 
tooned with sexual symbols’ that 
arouses his indignation. We have some 
thing, too, here in South Bend—1959 
models which will not be “wider, lower, 
longer, more bedizened and befinned 
than ever.” Our new line, we finnly 
believe, is just what the normal, aver- 
age American wants today and is eager 
to buy: a smaller. smart, stylish, cco: 
nomical, easily handled car to carry the 
family around in, comfortably and 
sitfely. It is two-to-three-feet shorter 
than the cars Mr. Keats complains of, 
and is not entered “by crawling on all 
fou We're proud of it, and we are 
betting a lot of money that every Amer 
ican—including the indignant Mr. Keats 
Ube bappy with i 

Harold E. Churchill, President 

Studebaker-Packard Corporation 

South Bend, Indi: 
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If I could possibly construe John 
Keats’ bit on Detroit as honest “opin- 
ion,” I wouldn't be so indignant. Such 
calculated bigotry, deliberate distortion 
and malicious fabrication by intelligent 
people—which includes you rLaysoy 

















Stanley Blacker’s 


Commodore 


You will cut a most commanding figure in the Commodore, 
a double-breasted blue blazer with an admirable history. 
Tradition dictates four white pearl buttons, side vents 

and turn back cuffs with striped sleeve lining. 

Masierfully tailored of skiffweight wool and Orlon in a 
hopsack weave, the Commodore proudly flies a crest 

of crossed flags. About 49.50 at all fine stores. 


For store nearest you write to: 


stanley blaACKED | 200 rirty avenue, NEw YORK 


PLAYBOY 


KIRK 


DOUGLAS 
INTRODUCES 


THE 


RAINCOAT- 
IN-A- 


SMARTEST 2-IN-1 GIFT EVER! 





raincoat of 50% Dacron—50% pima cotton 
in its own simulated leather attache case . . 
Tow price! Convenient for traveling . . . brilliant 


idea for Christmas giving ... sure protection all year long 
style AC-4250—ahout $30 complete with attache case 





KIRK DOUGLAS 

Star of 

THE VIKINGS 

in Technicolor® 

a Kirk Douglas Production 


says Kirk. Dashing Plymouth wash'n'wear 


. both at one 


W Coie Coie 


slightly higher west of Rockies 


At fine men's stores, or write for name of nearest dealer 


YOUR NEW 


COLUMBIA RECORDS 


DESERVE 
OLUMBIA A 











DIAMOND NEEDLE 


Genuine Columbia diamond-tip needle 
gives records longer life, makes them 
sound better. Certified as perfect by 
Columbia engineers. Precision-made for 
all phonographs. 


New pi 


FREE &¢°s: 





om slipping. 





Records, 





Just out on Columbia 
Johnny Mathis’ “Swing Softly’ 












i Dept 
Enclose 15¢ in coin for postage and handling, 


PLYMOUTH MFG. CO., BOSTON 18, MASS. 


DISC JOCKEY* 


Columbia’s new rotating Disc Jockey 
holds 90 seven-inch 45 rpm records cat- 
alogued for fast, easy reference. Steel- 
strong, feather-light, turns on bronze 
ball bearings for easy selection. 


tic foam self-adhering Columbia Traction Rings** protect 10” or 12” 
f protect playing surface. For free sample package 


1258, 799 Seventh Ave, New York 19, 





sy (COLUMBIAQ ACCESSORIES 


WHEREVER YOU BUY COLUMBIA RECORDS OR PHONOGRAPHS 


‘A civision of Columbia Broadcasting System, Ine. 


© Columbia” (@ G Marcas Reg. 





OF BOSTON 







+1.M. 
**Pat. Pend. 


fellows—is pandering to the “It’sSmart- 
to-Hate-American-Cars” craze and leaves 
me disenchanted with my favorite 
magazine. 





John L. Smith 
Royal Oak, Michigan 


By jove! That article concerning the 
behemoths that have arisen from De- 
woit was splendid. Well done! I hope it 
reached the powers that be in Michigan. 

Lary L. McCartt 
Cincinnati, Ohio 





Damn Detroit! Keats for President! 
For me, an MG! 

Bob Kellogy 

Boise, Idaho 





Angry Mr. Keats’ piece of wishful 
thinking furnished us an enjoyable in- 
terlude. The only trouble is, his thesis 
that we are intelligent, ration: 
beings simply docsn’t square with the 
facts, much as we would like to believe 
that it does, ‘Phe truth of the matter is, 
the motivation-research boys have never 
been more correct. For example, Gen- 
eral Motors, the most experienced 
symbol manipulator of them all, has 
actually increased ity share of the ¥ 
ket safely beyond 50%, in this recession 
year. Remember the lesson Chrysler 
learned in the early Fifties when, believ- 
ing in the average American's ality 
and relying on reports that roads would 
get increasingly crowded, speed limits 
would be lowered, and parking space 
would be at a premium, it actually short- 
ened its cars, held horsepower in check, 
and maintained quality of workman 
We all recall that this company almost 
went under and finally had to chuck 
morality, engineering integrity and qual- 
ity to regain something approximating 
its “normal” share of the market. f 
never had been accused of letting cold, 
authoritative reports obfuscate it; instead, 
full ran has been given to the average 
American's craving for a bigger, more 
powerful, and more “bechromed” mon- 
strosity. As for the foreign cars (and 
Ramblers), let’s face it: even today, the 
average American doesn’t buy them, and 
those who do, usually buy them as “scc- 
ond” cars. A good case can be made for 
the argument that a great many more 
foreign-type cars would have been sold 
but for the recession, since more people 
would have been able to afford a sec 
ond car, Let's not kid ourselves into 
thinking that the Volkswagen is replic- 
ing the Gadillac as the epitome of the 
American workingman’s dream of the 
Family Chariot. Had he the moncy, 
many a European would buy and main- 
tain a Cadillac, too. No wonder Detroit 
has made light of the European car 
craze! No. Mr. Keats, I'd like to believe 
you, but I can 

Leslie K. Lear 
Nashua, New Hampshire 
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SA" HicH FiveLity — 
NEW! EPIC: 


Ss RADIAL SOUND => 


iit Fi RA 


The most startlingly lifelike stereophonic sound you’ve ever heard! 


These are the very first releases in Epic's new STEREORAMA 
sound—the ultimate refinement in recorded music! If you're 
familiar with Epic's outstanding high fidelity through Radial 
Sound (and who isn’t!), you can well imagine the promise of 
Epic stereo—a promise fulfilled in these 14 brilliant new al- 








bums! By all means, experience Epic STEREORAMA sound 
soon—at your dealer's now! 






LESTER LANIN 
GOES To COLLESE| 





(The man who keeps society in motion is 
twice as terrific in STEREORAMA sound!) 





, PARDDN My DDD- WAH — Neal Hefti and LESTER LANIN GDES TD COLLEGE — 
You'll also want to hear these new STEREORAMA releases . . . his orchestra OO S'BN SOU Lester Lanin and bis orchestta BN SOL 


| Famous Fe As | 






LEON FLEISHER 
GEORGE SZELL® 


antl 





FAMDUS FRENCH FANFARES AND BRAHMS: Concerto No 1 in O Minor for DFFENBACH: Tales of Hoffmann—Mattiwilda TCHAIKDVSKY: Capriccio Ital 
MARCHES— Band of the French Navy under piano and orchestra—Leon Fleisher, pianist; Dobbs, Leopold Simoneau, Chorus and Or-  KORSAKDV: Capriccio Espag 
the direction of Jules Semier-Collery BC 1005 the Cleveland Orchestra, George Szelt, chestra of the “Concerts de Paris” BSC 101 Polovisian Dances trom “Prince Igor 
conductor BC 1003 MDUSSDRGSKY: Dawn on the Moskva River, 

from “Khovantehi ~ The Cleveland Or- 


7” rt ail : S) chestra, George Szell, conductor BC 1002 
ie Jen aS 


BEETHDVEN: Symphony No. 3 (Eroica) The 
Cleveland Orchestra, George Szelt, conductor 
BC 1001 












CRAZY PEDPLE—Somethin’ Smith and the 
Redheads BN 508 


MY FAITH LOOKS UP 1D THEE | The 
Mersill Staton Choir 507 


MERRY OVERTURES—The Cleveland Or- 
chestra, George Szell, conductor BC 1004 


FLAMES, FLAPPERS AND ee CRC erst Staton Chor  ““THE MUSIC MAN" GDES DIXIELAND— “EPIC” A PRODUCT OF CBS 
Glover and his Collegians IN 503 BN 502 Jimmy McPartland's All-Stars BN 506 © “Epic” Marca Reg. "CBS" T.M. 
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- Natural Shoulder Trousers 
and Walking Shorts & 
<4 





= Corbin 
Distinctive 
Trouser Maker 





Nowe York. en’ 7 






e 
or write CORBIN, Ltd., 385 Fifth Ave., 





noW...a professional turntable 


IN KIT FORM! 


REK-0-KUT RONOINE MOOEL K-33 


$3995 


Stereo records must be played on a 
professional quality turntable like 
Rek-O-Kut’s new K-33 Rondine in 
kit form! Protects your monaural 
and stereo dises—gives rumble-free 
performance — assembles easily in 
30 minutes or less-..and it’s yours 
for less than the cost of a record 
changer! 
SEND FOR LITERATURE 

REK-O-KUT CO., INC. Dept. PLY 
38-19 108th Street, Corona 68, N.Y. 


Please rush me more data on your K-33, 
and your new catalog. 


r 
! 
1 
Name. 
| 
! 
! 
t 


4-pole induction motor, single-speed 
belt drive—styled by George Nelson 









Address 
City. 














What a pity the bourgeoisie will 
never read John Keats’ fine article on 
the Detroit psychopaths. 








New York 


John Keats turned out a fine opinion 
on the Detroit jukeboxes. Let's hope it 
gets through to motor city. 

Harold R. McKee 
Plymouth, Indiana 





\ salute to John Keats and riAysoy 
for the most comprehensive and truthful 
analysis of today’s American automobile 











to be found in print. 
Gene L. Jackson 
KOTY, Channel 6 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 





As a Detroiter — about to become an 
ex-Detroiter; as an employee of an auto 
motive design firm —about to become 
an ex-employee (by my own choice) 
and as a young bachelor who likes 1 
ard himself normal — but now 1 won 
der, as I like w get my kicks from 
women; I loudly cry —hwrah for John 
Keats!!!! 














Maurice C. Heald 

Dewoit. Michigan 

1 concur wholeheartedly with Mr 
Keats. The manufacturers of America’s 
automobiles have had their collective 


heads buried in the plush upholstering 
of the psychoanalytic couch too long. 





Fay J. Arter 
Dayton, Ohio 

Vhree cheers for John Keats! At Last 
someone to head ‘the stack. “Fhey'll 


dedicate parks to him, put his statue on 
every street corner. We're saved! 

Bill Zace, Jr 

Port Ghester, New York 








yy the cour- 
rticle. You've 


Congratulations for ha 















age to publish John Keats 
done your readers a great service and 
Detroit a greater one—that is. if it will 


wake them up to what we. the consum 
ers, really want in an automobile 

Don Williams 
d'Alene, Idaho 








My present mode of wansportation is 
a 1957 Detroit gas monster (19,000 miles) 
that so much rust on it that it looks 
ke a leper. As Mr. Keats so wisely 
pointed out, Detroit will never cure its 
trouble simply by coming out with a 
smaller version of the present poorly 
dle product. The main reason fore 
s are what they are stems [rom 
the fact that when you buy one. you can 
drive the hell out of it for 10 or more 
years and itll sul come k for more. 
Why can you do this? Because when 
they put a together, it stays to- 


gether. Wh NU one, paint stays 
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THE CONTOUR 
T-SHIRT 


A T-Shirt that's made for a 
aot man. Tapered at the arm 
Nall and at the waist fora snug 
~ fit, this T-Shirt stretches 


»\ across the muscles for 
@ smooth appearance. 
Available in Black, 


White, Turquoise, 
Beige, Light Blue, 
Purple or Red. 
Wonderful for 
contrasting color 
under an open neck sport 
shirt. Sizes: S, M, L, 

and XL. THE CONTOUR 
T-SHIRT 2.00 ppd. 


GAMBLER’S 
JEANS 
Calculated to flip the 

socially oriented BMOC, 

the Angry Young Man, 

and sophisticated 

delinquents in all age 

groups. Our lean, mean 

Western jeans, turned 

|| out in gambler's stripes 

of Black on Gray, or 

Black on Blue. Waist 

sizes 28 thru 36. 

Inseam lengths 30, 32 

and 34. Also in solid 

Wheat or Black, 

GAMBLER'S 

JEANS 

4,50 ppd. 

.D."s please. Send check or money order to: 


itatemeloliilhite) 
ofs 1450 east 57th st., chicago 37 


1020 rush st., chicage 11 
also #12 Mllman place, san francisco 






Offbeat Records presents 
Julius Monk's hit review 


starring 

Ronnie Graham, Ellen 
Hanley, Gerry Mathews, 
Ceil Cabot, Jean Arnold 


NEW: YORKER: “a new miracle 
drig—humo 

PLAYBOY: “ 
times, great.” 
LIFE: “the best of the new acts,”” 


freshingly adult; at 


available at better record stores of 


OFFBEAT RECORDS 


a division of Washingtan Records, 


1340 Conn. Ave., N.W., Washington 
6, D. C., at $5.95 each, postage 
paid. Free catalog. 








where it belongs . . . on the car. When 
you drive one, you get your money's 
worth. 





Richard E, Schaufelberger 
East Lansing, Michigan 


You have justified your existence for 
all time with Eros and Unreason in 
Detroit by John Keats. It's only too bad 
that the article could not be posted 
prominently in the show window ol 
every automobile dealer in the country. 
Apparently, the only way Detroit will 
ever come to its senses is when they go 
bankrupt —after their customers stop 
playing Russian roulette with the mon 
strosities Detroit turns ou 

Curtiy Kaufman. Vice President 











In utter disgust 1 am writing this note 
while the memory of Keats’ article is 
still fresh in my mind. Mr. Keats is 
clearly a person who believes that no 
one but himself has good taste or a 
rational mind. I consider myself fortu- 
nate to make my living selling the over- 
powered Detroit-built monstrosity re- 
ferred to. He evidently can’t afford such 
a fine piece of engineering himself or he 
would be driving one. He must drive a 
foreign-built car, making a job for some- 
one in a country that we have very 
probably been at war with in the past 
15 years and leaving one more of the 
five million American workers idle. 
Thank the good Lord that there are still 
some 130 million Americans that can 
enjoy their Sunday afternoon ride in the 
finest cars built in the world. 

Bob J. Robertson 
Wichita, Kansas 























I am curious to know what kinds of 
is owns and drives. 
Don R. Petersen 














Visalia, California 
Keats replies: “Cars, plural? Well, sir, 
aver the years Fue driven about 38 dif- 


ferent hinds, But own? Never more than 
one at a time, and then always the 
stripped-down version of the cheapest 
four-door sedan the Big-Three-and-a- 
Half makes. Currently, J seem to own 
the most luxurious station wagon you've 
ever scen, but this ] did not buy — it was 
left 10 me in a will. And, now that J 
live in the city again, I'm going to sell 
it because J have so little use for it. J 
find taxis take care of me whenever the 
destination is out of walking range, and 
for longer trips, it makes good cents to 
use whatever vental car is available at 
the airport. I don’t want to scem to talk 
poor-mouth — it's just that a car, to me, 
ts simply a means of getting from one 
place to another and I see no reason to 
spend more than I must for lrans- 
portation (or for anything else).” 











Likes a Dook Like this | 


For her, tonight’s high note is our hero’s finesse at combining 
the greatest of ease with the utmost of dash. The lines of his 
jacket are as clean as a perfect high “C”! The tailoring is 
testimony to infinite skill. Fabrics? Chosen from the world’s 
great looms. The curtain’s going up now on new ideas from 
After Six at all stores where smart ideas start. 


A wide range in styles—from Ivy to distinctive Pj | 
Avant Garde. Details include such refinements 
Dea ince ck refeemens | fer Six 











and satin slecee cuffs. From $45.00 
00. Prices slightly higher 
Ww 


‘Write for Free Dress Chart Booklet by BERT BACHARACH, foremest authority on men’s fashions. AFTER SIX FDRMALS, Depl. P-12, PHILA. 3, PAs 


BY RUDDFKER 








st of the Rockies and in Canada, 
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USHER’S 


For Outstanding Merit 





full flavored 
...yet mild 








BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY 
WOO%CHOICE SCOTCH WHISKIES) 
more 











BLEND} BOTTLEDEY 
MG usta Epineuncn Scoum? 


1779 





SoLeprsrmmutons FOR THEUSA. 
THE Js. GARNEAU CO. 
NEW YORK 16 NY 





“SCOTCH WHISKIES _ 


THE JOS. GARNEAU CO.,INC.N YC. + 86.8 PROOF 
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AFTER HOURS 





he use of recorded messages for an- 

swering the telephone is becoming 
increasingly popular throughout the 
country. You call a friend and get 
mechanical voice which drones: “Thi 
is a recording. Mr. Johnson is not at 
home. If you would care to leave a mes- 
sage, please wait for the tone signi 
Beep.” For the benefit of readers who 














are unsettled by conversations with méa- 
chines 


ind wish to unsettle the machines’ 





onse A: “Mr. Smith is calling Mr. 
Johnson. He can be reached till 7:30 at 
MA 6.0076. This is a recorded message.” 
This response suggests you have a ma- 
chine that calls other machines. 
RESPONSE B: Make a recording of the 
weather forecast you get over the tele- 
phone and play it back to his machine. 
‘This will make him think he has a mia- 
chine that calls other machines. 
RESPONSE C: “This is Smith's machine 
speaking. Be on the corner of Sixth and 
Sheffield at midnight. We machines are 
taking over.” 

kEsronst b: When you finally get John- 
son instead of his machine. ‘Hello, John- 
son? This is Smith. Let me speak to your 
machine.” 














Bald Facts Department, Exotics Divi- 
sion: A stripper is peeling under the 
name Jewel Brynner and, like Yul, she's 
shayed her noggin nude. Report has it 
that at the end of her act, her costume 
matches her head. 

Getting a wee bit weary of the omni- 
present “-sville’” suffix (as in nowheres- 
ville, makeoutsyille, etc.), Herb Gold — 
novelist, hipster, bon viyant and peren- 
nial contributor to PLAyBoysyille — sug- 
gests the substitution of another town- 








type ending, “-sdale.” Fine, cry we. but 
why stop there? Think how you could 
crushingly put chings down with: “Phews- 
ville! Its from nothingsdale. strictly 
from dullstadt, with local stops at fool- 
ishgrad, stupidsberg and vapideaux.” Ou 
second thought, let's forget the whole 
thing—it’s beginning to be bores- 
borough-on-hudson. 

That which is is that which is not is 
not is not chat it it is. Make sense? Sure, 
it docs—when you punctuate it prop- 
erly, thus: “hat which js, is that which 
is nof is not. Is not that i? It is.” Try it 
on a slightly sozzled crony 

One conuibution the New York 
Herald Tribune made toward fighting 
the late recession was a series of short 
artides by Dayid Snell and Charles 
mplin called How to Keep from Get 
ling Fired. Though the recession has 
presumably receded, we think the philos 
ophy is worth passing along. Here are a 
few excerpts: 

“The typewriter. Nothing makes you 
look so productive and indispensable as 
a swiltly-clacking typewriter. You can 
(and should) use your typewriter for per- 
sonal correspondence, i novel, short 
stories, light nature essays, anything 
mply be sure to do your writing on 
memo paper, requisition forms, invoices. 

“Reading. Never read a newspaper, as 
such, at your desk. Instead, on your way 
to the office, tear your paper into clip- 
pings, story by story. You can then read 
the paper, clipping by clipping. at your 
desk. Circle an occasional paragraph in 
red. Your industry will astound everyone. 

“The telephone. At modest cost, you 
can purchase one of those rubber gadgets 
that enable you to cradle the receiver on 
your shoulder. By fastening down the 

















phone buttons with a piece of tape, you 
can keep your shoulder to the phone all 
day while you write letters, or read (sce 
above). This technique also enables you 
to wave away bosses who come by with 
embarrassing questions like ‘What are 
you doing?” 











Clever fellow we know uses pLaysoy 
gift subscriptions to keep track of wan- 
dering feminine friends across the coun- 
uy. He figures the monthly issues of 
pLaynoy will sure cnough remind them 
of him the long year through and at re- 
newal time he receives a list of all their 
current addresses from the magazine, 
since even the most mobile of misses 
sends in a change of address on a sub- 
scription as a mutter of course, while 
olten neglecting to do the same with a 
friend. 








The North Stu, a restaurant in Chi- 
cago, proudly displays on its window the 
legend, “Food for the Individ 
aups of two or more not welcome? 
And one ‘Verry Hunter, who scouts local 
eateries for the Chi Sun-Times, writes of 
The Sirloin Room, “For dining in_per- 
son, reservations are advisable.” We'd 
like to hear more about the dining by 
proxy — might be fun for a change. 














THEATRE 





It took Eugene O'Neill, dead since 
1953, to give the new Broadway season 
A Touch of the Poet, and a touch of distinc- 
tion that may not be matched lor the 
rest of the year. Poet is the only impor- 
tant segment to survive from a cycle of 
11 plays lost or destroyed during O'Neill's 
long illness. In it, he hints at what he 
had in mind for the cycle —the ups and 
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DOUBLE 
PROTECTION! 





Switch to a 
Filter Pipe by MEDICO 


Protects you from irritants 
Safeguards your pleasure 
Nicotine, tars,flakes and juices 
trapped inside Medico’s change- 
able filter never reach your 
mouth. When filter is discolored, 
replace with fresh one. That's 
why Medico is more enjoyable 
than any other smoke — 
Cleaner , . . Milder 
Cooler . . . Sweeter 


mevico Crest 


New Meerschaum- 








lined 10.00 
Gold pa 5.00 
Crest Pi 3:50 JOSE NyLoN BIT 





Other Medico Filter Pipes ree » 


GUARANTEED 
$1.50 to $20.00 ESS 


BITE-PROOF 


IMPORTED 
BRIAR 


FILTER PIPES 


For CatalogP5, write MEDICO, 1BE 54th St.,N.Y.22 


IF 

YOURE eee 

THE ice: 
LEasT ; 
BIT 
INTERESTED 
int : : 
STEREO 





mension and depth moke stereo the most ex- 
1g way fo listen to music in your home! 
In free illustrated color booklet, Electro-Vi 
one of the leading manufacturers of high fidel- 
stereo components—explores the nalure of 
stereophonic sound; how the effect is created, how 
stereo is perceived. You'll learn how new records 
reproduce stereo, how to choose stereo equip- 
‘ment, and how to place speakers in your home. 
Whether you're slarling from scratch or con- 
1g to stereo now, you will be interested in 
this exelrity twenty-page booklet. Just 





on? write Dept.PS-A, 
Inc., Buchanon, Mi 








downs of an American family from the 
1800s to the present; fortunately, it stands 
by itself as sturdy and complete drama. 

When O'Neill swings, it is with a hay- 
maker; you see it coming, but you can’t 
duck it. The central character is Major 
Cornelius Melody, owner of a shabby 
pub on the outskirts of Boston in the 
1820s. In the old days, he was something 
of a ladies’ man and a swashbuckler 
with Wellington's army in Spain. Now 
he has become a drunk, a braggart, and 
4 pompous buffoon, whose postures fool 
no one except the bedraggled wife who 
shares his delusions. His emancipated 
daughter knows he’s a fool and a fraud, 
and defies him by having an advanta- 
geous allair with a wealthy young man 
she’s nursing back to health in an upstairs 
(and off-stage) bedroom. For a time, 
O'Neill sympathizes with Melody’s liv 
ing in a world of pipe dreams, but he 
pricks the bubble. Melody is ignobly 
brought to terms with reality by his 
wealthy Yankee neighbors and their 
servants. His painful adjustment to his 
new world is made clear by O'Neill. 
Harold Clurman's masterful direction 
and i superb cast turn what might have 
been a succés d’estime into a popular hit 
Eric Portman is the erstwhile military 
man turned publican, and Helen Hayes 
his browbeaten biddy; Betty Field plays 
a disdainful Yankee and Kim Stanley is 
the rebellious daughter. At the Helen 
Hayes, 210 W. 46th, NYC. 












































Quick, clever, expensively produced 
Goldilocks is almost the gem you'd expect 
from Walter Kerr, New York Herald 
Tribune drama critic, and his wife Jean, 
author of Please Don't Eat the Daisies. 
“The gem is flawed, but who's complaining 
when so many theatrical “gems” are 
ste? The plot is a spoof of movie-mak- 
in New York in 1914, but the 
tricky theme runs away with itself half 
way through the evening. Hitariously 
promising in prospect, in practice — after 
director Kerr has stampeded the Ameri 

an Indians, the Spanish Buccaneers, the 
Egyp tras, and the assorted Perils 
of Pauline for the 10th time — novelty 
turns to novocain, and a nor plot is 
left to major players. Don Ameche is the 
movie director and/or heel who produces 
one-reelers on the cuff, and would hock 
his megaphone for the chance to graduate 
to a tworeel epic. Elaine Stritch plays 
a luctant blonde star of his fulsome 
flicks; Russell Nype is the wealthy ad- 
mirer everyone knows she won't marry. 
and Pat Stanley is the impish ingénue 
who hangs around the plot's fringes and 
ends up stealing the show, Agnes De 
Mille’s dances are predictably lively and 
imaginative, though somctimes longer 
than need be. The score by Leroy Ander- 
son is a pleasing mixture of the sweet 
(Save a Kiss), the blue (The Pussy Foot), 

























































[> Being the authentic hell-fire and brim- 
stone address on the HORRID CRIME OF 
DRUNKENNESS as delivered in 1869 by 
the Right Hon. John Spratt. Esq. at Dublin, 
Grand describing the inestimable value of 
total abstinence from all INTOXICATING 
DRIN! 





Includes & “4 rye DRUNKARDS 
LOOKING GLASS; reflecting » faithful 
likeness of the DRUNKARD by tales of 
the many strange capers he cuts at the sev- 
eral stages of his DISEASE. tif, A droll 
temperance appeal, circa 1800. 


$2.98 PPD from 
THE GUIDE PUBLISHING CO. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
PLEASE NOTE This unique record also 
available in custom imprinted album for 








party favors, prizes, cte. Write for quantity 
discounts. 
THE GUIDE PUBLISHING CO. 
117 E. 37th St, N.¥.C. 16. 


RUINED... 


‘Why let an ordinary diamond 
needle chew up your records? They can 
become as chisel-sharp as a dog's fangs. 
Avoid this risk with the “needle that 
remembers”, The fabulous Duotone Dia- 
mond Needle that tells you when to check 
or change your needle, The perfectly- 
made needie that Independent Laboratory 
tests show to excel in contour, polish, 
radius tolerances, mounting and construc: 
tion. Costs no more than an ordinary dia- 
mond needle. Yet gives you a needle 5 
ways better—with this extra priceless 
memory to protect your records, Send for 
booklet. DUOTONE COMPANY, INC, 
Keyport, N. J. 


DUOTONE... 


is different 





the novelty (Who's Been Sitting in My 
Chair?) and the strident (The Beast in 
You). These work out nicely for four ex- 
cellent players and a willing company. all 
of whom could have used just a few more 
bars of lilt and lift, and an added touch 
of the Kerr wit, to make Goldilocks a 
little less dark at the roots. At the Lunt- 


Fontanne, 205 W. 46th St., NYC. 









FILMS 





So far, there’s no candy b; 
The Tunnef of Love, but otherwise Peter 
de Vries and Joseph Fields have got 
about all the mileage from it anybody 
could expect. De Vries wrote the no’ 
he and Fields turned it into a Broadway 
play: then Fields and Martin Melcher, 
using Fields’ sareenplay, made the movie. 
The screen Tunnel funny, but 
overlong tale of exurbanite neighbors 
who guzzle gin and talk pout sex. 
One of the couples, Richard Widmar 
and Doris Day, are distressed at the 
failure to make a baby. Doris keeps in 
numerable charts chronicling her tem 
perature and physiological cycles: when 
she decides her moments of fertility have 
arrived, she summons Widmark for his 
services. Standing by like a friendly Coke 
dispenser has a debilitating effect on 
Richard's psyche, and his relict knows 
no bounds when they decide to adopt a 
kid. This project involves getting scrutin 
ized for immorality, ete.. by an adoption 
gency Lady, who turns out to be detect 
able Scala, Seeing Widmatk seamp: 
ering in his shorts upsets the professional 
in her but titillates the libidinal. Atter 
he squabbles with his wile. Gia dates 
him and he. full of tall ones and wan 
quilizers, wakes up alone in a motel, not 
remembering the night's entertainment, 
but in possession of a note trom Gia that 
says he was “wonderful.” A later note 
from the friendly sociologist informs him 
that she’s pregnant. Gould be. it devel 
ops. that the baby Widmark will adopt 
is his own, A twist, eh? Gene Kelly's 
direction is slick, with Doris Day her 



































































wholesome self, Widmark straining a 
little in a comic role, and Gig Young 
doing 4 good job as V s. philan- 





character reference. 





While some of the motivations of the 
principals are smoggy, Anna Lucasta, based 
on Philip Yordan’s play of the Forties. 
stands up as a credible, sometimes funny 
often gripping flick that occasionally 
ciupty into searing violence. As you 
know, it’s mainly concerned with that 
ingratiating classte type: the d 
whore. In Yordan’s_ lively 
sinewy Eartha Kitt plays Anr 
Diego chippy who's summoned Lome by 
members of her greedy clan to act as a 




































YOUNG MAN who can be 


a leader of men 































The man we're looking for knows that the 
new way is the best way .. . steers away 
from everyday hum-drum clothing . . - 
reaches out for the success-producing suits 
and sportccats that will help put him over. 
Here you see him out in front with hop- 
sacking on his back. But he might be 
sporting classical worsted or cheviot or a 
lofty shetland sportcoat. More qualities of 
a leader: the all-your-own shoulders, the 
newly short coat, the narrow trousers, the 
front-running colors — dark olive, oxford, 
the new hot-shot brown. Also important: 
the label of a leader, the Cricketeer label 
on the inside of a whole collection of 
Trimlines suits and sportcoats priced easily 
from $50 to $70 for suits, $35 to $45 for 
sportcoats. Idea of the day: see how you 
look as a leader of men! 


This is appeal #3 to the Young Man Who 
Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before 
He’s 30. Are you this man? If so, write 
for the name of the nearest Crickefeer 
Trimlines store. 


® 
ricketeer 
200 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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THE SOUND OF FUNeIS-MADE MORE BRILLIANT, 

MORE DAZZLING, THROUGH COLUMBIA 

See SKILL. PLAY COLUMBIA 
i tici-rioeuiry RECORDS 


ON HIGH FIDELITY OR STEREO}BHONOGRAPHS—AND ENJOY 
THE VERY BEST PERFORMANCES THESEAINSTRUMENTS CAN GIVE. 

PLAY COLUMBIA STEREO RECORDS ONSSTEREO PHONOGRAPHS—AND 

THRILL TO MAGNIFICENT SOUND, UNLIKE ANYYOU HAVE EVER HEARD. 


GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY > 
AND STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY (cox 


© “Columbia” © Marcas Ree 








IMBIA(|® 













HEAR WHO SOUNDS LIKE FUN: 


1. Michel Legrand 2. Leonard Bern- 
stein 3. Eugene Ormandy 4. The 
Four Lads 5. Percy Faith 6. Mahalia 
Jackson 7. Frank Sinatra 8. Mitch 
Miller 8. Johnnie Ray 10. E. Power 


























Biggs 11. Duke Ellington 


Want to please everyone on your list? 
Use our list to choose the right gift for anyone. 











FUN FOR CONCERT GOERS C_moussorcsky resets at an Ex- FUN FOR YOUNG LOVERS FUN FOR ANYONE 
hibition + GRIEG: Concerto in A LAIR DE PARIS—Jacqueline Fran- 
x HANDEL: Complete Organ Concertos, MinorPlitppe Enttemont, lant ach 1200 rnceserya: 
Vol. 1—E. Power Biggs, organist; ML sac) MOONLIGHT AND ROSES—Ken Lu Perey Faith and bis 
Sir Adrian Boult conducting the Lon- Griffin CL 1207 orchestra CL 1187 
don Philharmonic Orchestra x LOVE AMONG THE YOUNG—Jennie 
K2L 258 FUN FOR MOVIE GOERS Smith CL 1ede THECOLUMBIA ALBUM OF CHRIST- 
the BEETHOVEN: Concerto No.1 in © 5] 1 LOVE MOVIES—Michel Legrand DLA VIOLETERA—Sara Monta e MAS MUSIC—Percy Faith and his 
Major for Piano and Orchestra - vad fazirehed cL 1178 ee cL 1S 
BACH: Concerto No. Sin Minor for = >) THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA— FUN FOR JAZZ BUFFS 
Piano and Orchestra—Glenn Gould, Originat Sound Track CL T183. NEWPORT. 1956Mahalia Jackson MERRY CHRISTMAS!—Johnny 
pianist; Vladimir Golschmann con- [THE KEY—Original Sound Track ciNGaTG Mathis ck 1195 
ducting the Columbia Symphony cL 1185 
Orches ML S298) WINDJAMMER—Original Sound ** NEWPORT 1958—Duke bese CHRISTMAS SING-ALONG WITH 
PUCCINI: Tosea—Antonietta Stella, Track CL 1158 MITCH—Mitch Miller and his or- 
soprano; Gianni Poggi, tenor; with * EMORY Sea chestra CL 1205 
thechorus and orchestra of the Teatro brihic 
ti San Carlo di Napoli conducted by FUN FOR THE YOUNG AT HEART JAZZ IMPRESSIONS OF EURASIA A CHILD IS BORN—The Trappist 
Tullio Serafin M2L 402 ( SLEEPY TIME SONGS - WIDE —The Dave Brubeck Quartet ‘Monks of the Abbey of Our Lady of 
{THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD—The AWAKE SONGS—Norman  Luboff CL 1281 Gethsemani, Ralph Jusko, musical 
Morrion|iTabernacie Choit ofl Sali. and his choir cL 1173 FUN FOR PARTY GIVERS supervisor ML 5310 
Lake City, Richard P. Condie, con- (1 MARTY—Marly Robbins CL 1189 Special 
ductor ML 5302 yr BREEZIN’ ALONG—The Four Lads (THE NEW YORK TAX) DRIVER—A HANDEL: Messizh—The New York 
Ye LISZT: Hungarian Rhapsodies 1 and Ch 1223 teal party-stopper as N.Y. taxi Phitharmonic, Leonard Bernstein, 
2. ENESCO: Roumanian Rhapsodies yy "TIL MORNING—Johnnie Ray drivers! intriguingly colorful conver- conductor; Sclcists and the Westmin- 
1 and 2—The Philadelphia Orehes- CL 1225 ‘sations cover a vast range of subjects ster Choir ML 5300 
tra, Eugene Ormandy, conductor ( WHOLE LOTTA SHAKIN’—Cart from marriage tointernational af 
ML 5299 Perkins CL 1234 ML 5309 
( ACOLUMBIA HIGH-FIDELITY RECORDING 
‘fy AVAILABLE IN BOTH HIGH-FIDELITY AND STEREO 
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THE VESUVIO 
Casually styled 
with true conti- 
nental flavor. 
Comes in Flan- 
nel and Hop- 
sacking, with 
twin side vents. 
Black, Olive, 
Grey, Blue, 
Beige. and 
Navy. Sizes 34 
to 46. $35 
SLACKS 

All wool wor- 
sted flannel. 
tapered. Back 
pockets op 
tional, comes in 
Black, Charcoat 
Brown, Olive 
Black $15 
By mail? Cer- 
tainly! Add 50 
cents for han- 


29 West 81 


a | 


You'll save money— 
and have lots of fun, too, because 
HEATHKIT high fidelity equipment Is 
designed by the ploneer in do-It-yours: 
electronics for your easy, quick 
assembly—even without 
previous experlence! 


your own A 





HEATH CO. 
A subsidiary of Daystrom, Inc. 
BENTON HARBOR 38, MICH 
Please send me your FREE Sé-nage catalog descr-o 


ing bi-tt spasker systems, ampliliers. preamp) ii 
and tuners avatlable in Fil form, cweact from Foatr 








fame 


address 


write for free catalog 


ciy fxone sie 





tasty bit of bait for visiting Rudolph 
(Henry Scott), who jingles $4000 in 
jeans to wade for a wife. (Inflation note: 
in the original play, the sum was $800.) 
Despite a standing offer by Danny. 
Anna’s sporty. stilor-beau-turned-hackie 
(Sammy Davis, Jr), to come live with 
him, Anna 5] ss with and 
Rudolph. in the face of near pathological 
disapproval of Joe Lucasta, her sell- 
righteous dad (Rex Ingram). Hate splat- 
ters the screen. Under Arnold Lave 
brisk direction, Kitt is beguiling and 
Davis is exuberant, but most impressive 
are Frederick O'Neal as Anna’s slippery 
brother-in-law and Ingram as her warped 
father. Elmer Bernstein's scoring jazzily 
underlines the passions. It's a_ vivid 
movie and we were with it ail the way, 











weds 
























Yo shore up the spirits of a bunch of 
beat, bitter, bedraggled, bearded Gls 
marooned with some secrettype equip: 
ment at the North Pole, Pentagon brass 
decides to let them dream up their ideal 
funlough; then, by lot, one dogface will 
be picked to live it up for the cnure 
garrison. The lads hit on three weeks in 
Paris cuddled with a busty Hollywood 
star played by Linda Cristal. Tony Cur 
tis is the lucky, scheming, hot-blooded 
corporal chronicled in The Perfect Furlough 
—a zimy picture with a Gallic attitude 
toward man’s basic drive and filled with 
slapstick predictable as Army chow, but 
funny nonetheless. Most of the humor 
stems [rom Curtis’ gambits to fake out a 
pair of MPs put on his tail in Paris by a 
stupelyingly inane major (King Dono- 
van) and whisk the star away from her 























lady chaperone (Elaine Switch). The 
major is helped by Janet Leigh, a psy- 
chologistlicutenant, who's in a perma 


nent huff over Gurtis’ depraved ways 
but guess who finally gets him. Stanley 
Shapiro's wild script hay Gurtis credited 
with knocking up nearly all the ladies in 
the cast, a situation which knocks out all 
the Frenchmen who learn about it. Re- 
verting to his old fresh-guy ways, Curtis 
handles his role well, while Mrs. C. is 
disdainful of wolves ull she starts neck 
ing with Tony. Robert Arthur produced 
and Blake Edwards directed, wringing a 
great deal of fun out of some of the tired 
est bits of business you ever saw, 

















In wanslating to film The Last Hurroh, 
Edwin O'Connor's best-seller saga of the 
downlall of a crafty, anachronistic polit- 
ical boss, producer-director John Ford 
and screenwriter Frank Nugent have 
caught the excitements of a big-city 
€ rounded up a 
ge of specialists and 








yoral race and 





sque entor 





n's Vise. 





ecessary to a politi 
But meantime they have scrubbed, put- 
tied up and enameled the figure of Frank 
Skellington so that the picture becomes 
an almost worshipiul biography of a 











HE and SHE for SKI 
Imported Norsk Skitropp 
100% PURE WOOL SWEATERS 


Designed to protect against arctic climes 
ond give full freedom of action, this 

wom by the Royol Nor- 

‘wegian Army Ski Trooper. So well mode 








is the exact sweat 





it’s sure to wear for years. For compus 
cold weother or any winter sport. . . skiing, 
sketing, ice boating, fishing, hiking 

Give one to your wife oF girlfriend 10 
complement the one you we 

@1 95 

$1223 

2 for $25.00 
Postage Paid 


Hubbard Woods sta. 
‘Winnetka, Hlinois 








In Groy Only 
Men's sizes S, M, L, ond XL. 
Women’s sizes, S, M, L. 


Peddler’s Cart _vept. p28 





fidelity 
tape 
recorders 
aS 
professional performance 
at popular prices 


Now, You Can Record Stereo, too... 


with the most versotile tope recorder you can own 
--.Pentron’s totally new Emperor II. Records 
stereo from stereo broadcasts, stereo records or 
live from two microphones, plays stereo (4-track 
os well os 2-track lope), records ond plays mon: 
ourolly... with oll the richness and clority you'd 
‘expect only from professional tape recorders. 





Pentron tape recorders stort os low os $159.95 
ond cre available ot professional high fidelity 
showrooms. For detailed information an Pentran 

.the most complete line of lope recorders, 
components ond accessories... write Dept. P-12. 
or see your yellow pages. 


PENTRON CORPORATION 
QU 777 Sovth Trine, Chicogo 24, tltinoie 


CANADA: Atlax Rodio Lid., Toronto 
EXPORT: Roytheon Mfg. Co., Walthom, Mass. 





Hade of finest sotin-sheen silver pewter with glass bottom 
for keeping on eye on your date while toking a slug of 


beer. Any nome engroved (up to nine letters) free. Add 10c 
for each additional fetter. $12.50 each, postprid. 


CAMPUS CASUAL COMPANY 


P. O. Bex 3493, Richmond Heights 17, Missouri 








saintly h-Catholic Democratic munic- 
ipal politician. Spencer Tracy does ad- 
mirably by the role: silver-haired, golden- 
tongued, keen of wit, 2 bold assessor of 
men, he's ily accessible to all voters 
seeking his favors. But while Tracy and 
the people who surround him — Pat 
O'Bri James Gleason, Edward Brophy, 
Ricardo Cortez—do well by the lines 
assigned them, the general tone of the 
picture is faintly hokey. Iv’s never made 
clear just why Tracy's enemies want 
him out of office. And the popular poli- 
tician is trounced at the polls by a pasty- 
faced amateur, yet no reason is given lor 
the licking. Head scratchers, both. Men- 
tion must. be made, though. of Bob 
Sweeney as an unctuous undertaker and 
O. Z. Whitehead its the cretinous son of 
banker Basil Rathbone. These men are 
immensely funny, almost enough to 
make you forget the great gaps in the 
script and an interminable death scene 
at the end. 


























BOOKS 


Indications are that John O'Hara 
planned From the Terrace (Random House, 
) as his magnum opus. It’s certainly 
um in size (over 1000 pages). Scope, 
too. is magnum with over 100 characters 
{including a clutch of old buddies from 
novels) and a 50-year time span. 
Cenwally, it tells the story of Alfred 
Eaton, rejected second son of a steely 
Pa, steel magnate, whose elder brother 
was the apple of his father’s eye. Allred 
was a cinder, His reaction: misery in 
childhood and an exaggerated selé-reli- 
ance in maturity. Though he became a 
power in Wall Street and, during World 
War II, a powerhouse in Washington, 
this is a non-success story. As we're told 
near the end, with Aesopian  finger- 
pointing, Alfred never learned how to 
get along with other people. So he left 
Washington under a cloud and wound 
up rich but rudderless, uxorious (via a 
second wife) but ulcerous, futurctess at 
50, OF course it’s infinitely more complex 
in the reading, as we follow him through 
boardroom and bedroom, and his first 
wile from boredom to whoredom — with 
side trips into the conflicts and com 
plexes of tl imyriad friends. As O" Hart 
warns in a foreword, Allred’s is “not a 
pretty story” though it has its “moments 
of beauty.” O'Hara handles both aspects 
expertly but there's an over-all feeling 
of plethora; and those who remember 
the cold, hard, gem-like Appointment in 
Samarra may put it down with a fecling 
of disappoinument in O'Hara. 



































American letters lost one of its all-too- 
few , classic wits when Wolcott 
Gibbs gave up the ghost. Mere in Sorrow 
















SWEET AND FREE— 











DEAR DAD: THIS IS 
THE NICEST WAY — 


TO WISH YOU JOY 
ON CHRISTMAS DAY— 


1S GRAND ‘eqoxes SWEET 


E 
se RIGHT’ CANT BITE: 


PACKS 


Sir Walter Raleigh's blend of 

choice Kentucky Burleys is 

extra-aged to guard against 

tongue bite. Chrisemas-wrapped 
it makes a perfect gift. 





MAKE YOu: 
PIPE DRAW 















mad matadors have that yen 
for this properly aged meat! 





What a package to get at home. pees Wee 
Sirloin Room Specials. rade, 
carefully aged .. . s a here 
in U. S. Colorful wrap, sturdy carton 

+ - - your business card, or we will 
insert greeting card. Allow one week 

for handling. Order now! 


STOCK YARD INN! 


an Avenue J 
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(Holt, $4)—eerily titled and with a 
| 4-7-0 dC | aacabre Charles Addams dust jacket, 
AT LAST! = TW WAT Ao od 98 8 ao | Doel coincidentally perpetrated just be 


fore Gibbs’ death—is a fine remem- 
brancer of this terrible-tempered talent. 
# «t Among the flashy fare: his famous profile 
BRAND IMAGE?*® .... the game of advertising | of H. Luce, done in a merciless parody 
of Timestyle (“Backward ran sentences 
until reeled the mind"); pointed por- 
traits of his colleagues Robert Benchley 
and Alexander Woolcott; satirical pokes 
at Sinclair Lewis, Saroyan, Hemingway, 
Huxley, Marquand; Uncle Tom's Cabin 
as Maxwell Anderson might have written 
it (“Whut is death? De faulty chemistry 
ob our po’ flesh may melt .. . de soul 
don’ nebba die!”); an essay on the comic 
art of Calvin Coolidge ("He was suc 
ceeded by Herbert Hoover, a comedian 
whose work displayed certain. similari- 
tics.”)... W. T. Jones, in his A History 
of Western Philosophy, was of the opin- 
ion that istinguish between 
[Karl] Marx's heart and his 
“This,” snaps Richard Armour 
not be too difficult, since one is 








Now-—here at last is a real honest-to-goodness parlor game that 
delivers real parlor fun. It’s all about the fascinating world 

of advertising. And...it’s destined to be the No. 1 parlor game 
of 1959! 


“Brand Image”— the game of advertising a fun-packed, 
team-against-team game that challenges your ability 
to identify the slogans and symbols used in ads and radio 
and TV commercials. No knowledge of advertising 
necessary. 


“Brand Lnage” is twice the fun of any game you 
ever played. Play it at parties. Play it 

anywhere, anytime you’re looking for hours 

of solid fun... and laughs! From 2 to 22 

persons can play. “Brand Image” is brand : 
new. So be the first to own it. Not yet Does She... 
in stores. 



















































Order today to assure delivery for 
holiday parties or off-beat gift giving. 
Only $3.00 ppd. Money back guarantee. 
Send cash, check or M.O3 
to: Lilco, Inc. Dept. P, 
60 E. 42 St., N. ¥.17, N.Y. 

(NYC orders add 3% tax; 

orders west of Chicago $3.35) “Trademark 


LCO, INC, Parlor Games 
for Discriminating Adults 












things go in Armour’s It All Started with 
Morx (McGraw-Ilill, $2.95), an "irr 
ent history of Communism, fearl 
illustrated by Campbell Grant,” that, in 
conjunction with the Gibbs tome, would 
make a nice package of humor for holi- 
day giving. 








Speaking of holiday gift books, you 
THE MADISON AVENUE LUNCHBOX = *: fictured—a handsome travel bar, completely out- might want to pick up one or more of 


fitted with 4 cups, opener, corkscrew, etc. Ready tor]| the following potent potentials: The Story 
COMBINATION TRAVEL BAR & ATTACHE CASE top fevel business meetings, B.Y.O.L, parties, vacations. |] of American Yachting (Applcton-Gentury- 
and other gala events. Cushions 4 bottles on alcohol] | 519 rill Tay! 
tesislant plasticized fabric. Remove the separator siats| | CTOFtS, $12.50), by William H.. ‘Taylor 
‘and you have an elegant attache case suitable for actu-)] and Stanley Rosenfeld, with photo- 
ally carrying contracts, deeds, and all of the other]| praphs; The Picture History of Photography 
dreadful paraphernalia of ordinary business affairs. a5 nlite » Boa 7 
(We assume you have to do this sort of thing once in 917.50), edited!'by/ B 2 and N. 
2 while.) The nice thing about all this is that your wile Omnibus of Speed (Putnam's, 
boss, and that gimiet-eyed neighbor always think that thology of auto racing edited 
les Beaumont and William F. 
Sick Jokes, Grim Cartoons and Bloody 


you are a hard worker carrying around your attache case. 

What they don't know won't hurt them. And we won't tell. 

Sotisfoction guaronteed. 44 7 
$15.00 py.) morys (Citadel, $1), compiled and edited 

VALTHREE LTD. 


Box 3474 Merchandise Mart, Chicago 54, I; 





























Reawin; Best Cartoons of the Year 
pwn, $2.95) and Best Cartoons from 
Abrood 1958 (Crown, $2.95), the first ed- 
ited by Lawrence Lari the second 
co-edited by Lariar and Ben Roth; Slightly 
Out of Order (Viking, $3.50), edited by 
Ralph E. Shikes, still another cartoon 
Cocktail napkins and glassss dscorated with ths famsd Cole compendium from the Continent; the 
femmes from PLAYBOY. Sure to break ths ics at any gathering. third revised edition of The New High 
Fidelity Hondbook (Crown, $4.95), by Irving 
PLAYB (e) Vv ICE BREAKERS Greene and James Radcliffe; Best Ameri 
con Short Stories of 1958 (Houghton Mifflin, 

$4), the perennial anthology edited by 
Martha Foley and David Burnett; The 
para Praeger Picture Encyclopedia of Art (Praeger, 
High Ball Glessss. Sst of 8. All “> : f $17.50); The Proud Possessors (Random 
CIO J J) House, $5.95), by Aline B. Saarinen, a 

Doubls Old Fashionsd Glassss. = gallery of American art collectors; My 
Sst of 6. All differsnt. $6 cS Mind Went All to Pieces (Dial, $1.75), by 
PLAYBOY ICE BREAKERS DEPT. Robert Mines, with illustrations by Jules 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill. = Feiffer; The New Yearbook of Jazz (Horizon, 
$4.95) and Merry Christmos, Happy New Year 











Cocktail Napkins, 36 to a box. 
18 diffsrent Cols cartoons. $1 











Want an intriguing vacation? 

discover life's excitement? 

tour with executives and 
career people... 


enjoy Mexico and Acapulco 


unseen by fourists... 
visit the offbeat places. 


Contact 


B. T. CORBIN & ASSOCIATES 
P. 0. BOX 3303, 

BRAEBURN STATION 
HOUSTON 36, TEXAS 

Tours to Mexico City 

and Acapulco 

3 day to 15 day tours 


priced from $99 00 


Special rates for fratert 
aad sororities 


IN CHICAGO SOONER OR LATER 
EVERYBODY 
SHOWS UP AT ART ADLER'S 


EXCELLENT 
FOOD 


FINEST 
LIQUEURS 





OPEN 5 P.M. to 6 A.M. 
867 NORTH RUSH STREET, CHICAGO 





SIGN OF A GOOD TIME 


PLAYBOY's delightful rabbit in a white felt 
emblem trimmed in black. For sweaters, beer 
jackets, parkas and you name it. Five inches 
high and three inches wide. $1 tax included, 
ppd. Send check or money order to: 


PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, Dept. 128 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill. 














(Viking. $2.50), poems and prose by 
Phyllis McGinley. 

Truman Capote's Breakfast of Tiffeny’s 
(Random House, $3.50) is a collection 
comprising three short stories and a 
novella (the title-piece}. The shorts are 
House of Flowers (basis of the Broadway 
musical), 4 Diamond Guitar and A 
Christmas Memory; all have been previ- 
ously published in the chi-chi mags and 

ch bears pote cachet: a simple 
or sordid subject made timeless and uni. 
versal, via some unexpected illumination. 
This especially is the case with the novel- 
la, a surprisingly moving portrait of one 
Holly Golightly as seen by the writer, 
her neighbor in wartime Manhattan 
Holly had been a Texas child-bride, 
then a film starlet, but had fled Holly 
wood because she knew it would shatter 
her self-respect. Now she s men 
where she finds them, is involved with a 
jailed gangster and other raffish types. 
but re ns, within herself, untouched 
F ty, she is forced to flee the country 
and is last heard from in Africa, allegedly 
living with a witch doctor. To her, Tif 
lany’s is the epitome of everything she’s 
not, and “breakfast at Tiflany’s” is her 
unobttinable, wacky idea of the safe 
harbor she still hopes to find. We never 
learn whether she makes it, but like the 
writer and almost everybody else who 
knew her, we fervently hope she does. 

































In The Passionate Playgoer (Viking, $5.95), 
George Oppenheimer, playwright, film- 
write and minor ctitic, has anthologized 
around a quarter-million well-chosen 
words (well, mostly well-chosen) about 
the theatre. His gamut rans from light 
verse (by Ogden Nash) to heavy prose 
(Kazan’s notes on Streetcar) and includes 
reviews, interviews, overviews (Arthur 
Miller's The American Theatve), und 
views (the Daily Worker on Life with 
Father), dim-views (Broun the critic on 
Broun the actor), and just plain views 
by almost everyone who’s ever sent a 
well card to the Fabulous Invalid. / 
extrovert, Oppenheimer’s choices run 
bit too much to the gossipy, and since 
he's over 50, he does a good deal of hark- 
ing back. But to those who claim he's 
missed the omnibus, he has a perfect out: 
a personal scrapbook: if 
you don’t like it, go make your own. We 
like tt... Until now, there was no book 
devoted solely to the American musical 
show, and a great lack it was, since many 
discerning citizens consider the musical 
to be the most vital, most distinctive 
product of the U.S. stage. Now the lack 
has been remedied, via Dayid Ewen's 
147-page, photo-larded Complete Book of 
the American Musical Theatre (Holt, $7.50). 
From Flora (1735) to Oh Captain! (this 
year), few Stateside musicals have been 
bypassed—not even the memorable 




















this, he says, 




















Too, too much talent 
is what you'll hear on 
TOO MUCH... anew 
set of very swingin’ 
sides by the 

Mary Kaye Trio 
B1222 BS 1222 





Both albums recorded in 
regular long play and. 
stereo... in superb 
Vitaphonic High Fidelity 
by Warner Bros. ... the 
first name in sound. 





Relax on a couch... 
Project into the dream Mill yay 
world of SPELLBOUND. 

The eerie theramin 
sounds from one of 
the greatest films 


ever made. As 4 
Performed by fA 
HEINDORF. 
61213 BS 1213 4 


This Christos, give her the world...in music! For goy 
musical trips, for the full flavor af tor-owoy ploces— 
Vox Ultra High Fidelity is the tickel! 
y “Echo: 
George Fever, piona, with rhythm accompaniment 
ECHOES OF PARIS VX 25.200 
ECHOES OF ITALY VX 25.320 
ECHOES OF LATIN AMERICA VX 25.370 
Cook's Tours 

"S TOUR OF VIENNA, Heinz Sondover, piono 
ai see ‘VX 25.100 
“COOK'S TOUR OF GERMANY. Fritz Moreczek ond his 
orchestra VX 25.790 








Midnight Flights 
MIDNIGHT IN LONDON, Eddie Thompion Quintet ond 
Tria VX 25.660 
*MIDNIGHT IN ROME. Gionni Monese ond his orchesira 
Waller Borocchi, picno VX 25.770 
Internations! Holiday 
*DIE_ENGELKINDER FROM TYROL. Die Engelkinder 
‘end Engel Fomily VK 25.650 
*PERCUSSION HOLIDAY. New Yark Percussion Trio 
eae ‘VX 25.740 
For complete fisting af all "Echoes", “Cook's Tours” 
chd other “pops”, consult your record decler. or 
write for colelog P. 
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ovoifabe 


on 
STEREO 
VOX Ultzo High Fidellly * 236 W. 55th St., N-Y.C. 19 
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the 
PLAYMATE 
garter 


FOR YOUR PLAYMATE 
A tender tribute with o delicate touch. 
Dainty, feminine, petite .. . it will 
speak for you better than words. 

A gorter of exceptional quolity, mode 
of lustrous block sotin ond filmy imported 
French loce ... and embellished with on 

embroidered PLAYBOY Bunny. 
Shipped in transparent acetate gift box. 
Available with either block or white loce. 
$2 ppd. 
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS® 
232 E. Ohio St, Dept. 128C, Chicogo 11, Ill. 


PLAYBOY BINDER 








$3 


Sturdy binder holds 12 ageless 
issues of PLAYBOY. Magazine's 
name and emblem stamped in 
gold leaf. The perfect way to pre- 
serve your precious back issues. 


PLAYBOY BINDERS, DEPT. 958B 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ilinois 





flops. Ewen has given “musical” the 
broad interpretation that embraces oper- 
ettas, ballad ope comic operas, ex- 
ganzas, spectacles, burlesques, re- 
vues, musical comedies and musical 
All kinds of appen and. in- 
in back, too, for easy look-ups and 
wager-winnings, but beware of booboos: 
one caption calls Dooley Wilson Rex 
Ingram, and there may be more such. 














RECORDINGS 


After a few stunning singles, including 
A Very Special Love, Johnny Nosh (ABC- 
Paramount 224) gets his chance to soothe 
a raft of standards (Imagination, That's 
All, etc.) in first LP. He's a new and 
polished entrant into the Johnny Mathis 
school of celestial piping and his debut 
is the mellowest of car balm . . . Fronk 
Sinatra Sings for Only the Lonely (Cxpitol 
W053) is, as you might expect, « slow 
tempocd journey to unrequitedsville 
during which an in-voice Frank, backed 
by a knowing Nelson Riddle, offers sol 
ace to “the Losers,” as Frank likes to 
| them. Willow Weep for Me, Angel 
What's New and a specially-scripted 
Only the Lonely, by Sammy Cahn and 
Jimmy Van Heusen, are the standouts in 
another smash Sinatra platter. 
dividend: a painting of 2 picnics 
pussed Frank on the cover... Ungim- 
micked and gently swinging is Cormen for 
the Cool Ones (Decca DI, 8738), not a 
hipster’s reading of the Bizet bit, but 
rather Carmen McRae thrushing prettily 
to beat the band (Fred Katz’) on the likes 
ol Any Old Time, The Night We Called 
Ita Day, All the Things You Are... 
Other eminently listenable pop vocal 
platters: Eydie in Love (ABC-Paramount 
246), Miss Gormé alternately nuzzling 
and belting the lyrics to some of thi 
generation's most romantic roundelays 
(When the World Was Young, In Other 
Words, Wee Small Hours, evc.); Dakota 
Staton’s Dynomict (Capitol T1054), on 
ich Dakota rears back and roars like 
ry to the utter delight of everyone 
ing range, casily half the 
ion of the U.S.A. . . . For con- 
try the winsome whisperings of 
Julie Is Her Nome, Vol. ti (Liberty 3100), 
Miss London's latest exercise in sexy 
breath control, backed by naught but 2 
bass (Red Mitchell's) and guitar (How- 
ard Roberts}. 













































To ye who are truly, baroquely long 
of hair and musically large in the dome 
department, two impeccably performed 
and recorded new discs are particularly 
commended. Dietrich Buxtehude: 5 Sacred 
Cantotes (ARC 3096) continues Archive 
Productions’ history of music, belongs 
in the German Baroque period and be- 
longs on your record shelves; Music for 





Send check or money order to; 


232 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, Mlinois 








PLAYBOY PLAYING CARDS 


Two top quality plastic coat- 
ed decks—red, black—with 
the PLAYBOY rabbitin white, 
packed in attractive black 
and gold box. 

$2.50 the set, tax included. 


PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, Dept. 128 





PERSONALIZED 
PLAYBOY MATCHES 


25 match books in black 
with white PLAYBOY rabbit, 
your name or a friend's 
(imit:; 22 spaces), hand- 
somely boxed $2. 


Christmas delivery guoronteed on 
orders received by December 8th 


Send check or money order 
to: 


PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 
Dept. 128 
232 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, Illinois 
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WIL 
Ce 
BOBBY HACKETT 
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DINNER From 5,30 P.M. = OPEN 10 4 A.M. 
161 €.54-NYC - PL9-3228 


RESERVE NOW FOR NEW YEAR'S EVE 
OPEN HOUSE AFTER MIDNIGHT 
















Three ond Four Horpsichords (Angel 45022) 
features a Bach three-harpsichord con- 
certo, a Bach adaptation for four harpsi- 
chords of a Vivaldi four-fiddle concerto, 
a Thurston Dart adaptation of another 
Vivaldi concerto, and winds up with a 
fou-harpsichord showpiece by George 
Malcolm: variations on a theme of Mo- 
zivt. A unique disc that should become 
a collector's item. 











Manny Albam, one of the most prolific 
composer-arranger-conductors in the biz, 
has delivered himself of The Blues Is Every- 
body's Business (Coral 59101), a spunky, 
funky four-part jazz suite flavored with 
elation and torment. grins and groans, 
the stuff the blues made of. Embel- 
lishing the brillianly written work is a 
rare performance rapport, thanks to 
such nifty inswumentalists as Bob Brook- 
meyer and Urbie Green on trombone, 

















Art Farmer on tumpet, Ed Costa on 
piano, Al Cohn on tenor, Vinne Burke 
on bass and some 20-0dd more. The 
suite stands as one of the unique musical 





ollerings of the month . . . Blues bound 
also is Belofonte Sings the Blues (Victor 
LOP-1006), about which Harry says, 
“This is the area—the blues — with 
which I have the strongest identification 
-.. Here I can just step out and sing 
wholly the way I feel.” Harry must have 
felt just fine, because this disc is the best 
he’s done to date. 





The team of Miles Davis and Cannon- 
ball, Adderley is well served by the 
nultaneous issue of a set under Miles’ 
name, Milestones (Columbia CL 1193), and 
another under Adderley’s. Somethin’ Else 
(Blue Note ). Both have an umbra 
geous, intense quality that comes 
through most effectively at slow tempos 
The Columbia set has a sextet personnel. 
with John Coltrane's tenor as busy as 
ever. The Blue Note item just offers the 
two horns with a firstrate rhythm team 
—Hank Jones. piano; Sam Jones, bass: 
Art Blakey, drums. In view of this and 
the fact that Miles’ Autumn Leaves is 
one of the mellowest mood-makers of the 
years, we'll give the nod to Blue Note, 
while recommending that you give 2 
hearing to both teams. 


























Mort Schl ot Sunset ( y 7005) is 
juscoutol-UCLA Sah hly released 
but cut in the days before he became the 
besweatered darling of the politically 
and socially hip. The LP was recorded 
at Sunset Auditorium in Carmel, Cali- 
fornia, at an early Brubeck concert, and 
the audience, then 2s now, dug him 
deeply. There's the yarn about the hi 
nut who moved his family into the garage 
and used his home as 2 giant speaker 
enclosure. And the 1953 Jaguar that 
came with lubricating instructions by T 
S. Eliot. And his description of the sin- 
cere Ivy Leaguer: one who buys a four- 
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2 12” LPs featuring winners of the 1958 PLAYBOY jazz poll / 10 pages of notes, 
biographies, up-to-date discographies / over an hour and a half of the finest 


jazz by the greatest jazzmen of the year / send check or money order to: 


RPLAYWTBOW FJABAZ® 232 E. Ohio Chicago ll 


a — 


the set postpaid 


button charcoal gray suit with five vents 
and wears glasses with wroughtiron 
frames. His definition of East Coast Jazz: 
any record with Shorty Rogers on it. 
Five-year-old fare served up by Sahl 
sounds better than most of the freshly 
baked ham handed out by most other 
noymen. 

No wicky chords, no oddball voicings. 
no falsetto screams, but 2 lot of toc-tap- 
ping, good clean fun is the stuff of 
Baubles, Bangles and Beads (Columbia Cl 
1211), spotlighting the Kirby Stone 
Most infectious vocal renditions; the title 
tune and a rollicking Jn the Good Old 
Summertime, but just about everything 
on the platter makes for happy, uncom- 
plicated listening. 

The wild oscillation in quality of 
stereo discs is leveling off a bit, 
happy to relate; an excellent example of 
the better stereo engineering now 
able is Moussorgsky's Pictures at an Exhil 
tion (Victor LSC-2201) played impre 
sively —in the Ravel orchestration — by 
the Ghicago Symphony Orchestra, Fritz 
Reiner up. Equally worthy is Stravinsky's 
Petrouchka (Omega OSL-8) in a lively yet 
sonorous performance by the Cento Soli 
ork of Paris, under Rudolf Albert, a 
young comer in the conducting dodge. 
Both pieces are bravura compositions 
which give the best sterco rigs a challe 
ing chance to show their stuff. 

Want to be #1 Santa to a Mozart 
bul Then gift him or her with the new 
stereo Den Giovanni (London OSA-1401) 
done handsomely by the Vienna Phil, 

Chorus, Josef Krips (blowing 
nd socko soloists; four discs, 
boxed, libretto in Italian and English, 

On the jazz scene, excellent stereo e 
ginecring can be heard on several discs 
which are musical worthies. too. Jazz on 
the Bounce (Be! Canto SR/1004) features 
the quintets of Curtis Counce and Buddy 
Collette, one side to cach: Counce 
seemed to us not quite at his best and 
pretty preoccupied with boppish zipzip: 
Collette’s collection pleased us mightily 

. . Soft Swingin’ Jazz (Coral 57208) aptly 
describes the music of the Joe Newm 
quartet, might have given us even greater 
joy if it had dispensed with an obtrusive 
jazz organ and concentrated more on 
ex-Basieite Newman's beautiful wumpet 

_ . Saxophili¢ swinging to satiate the 
senses of the gonest saxophile swells 
forth [rom The Saxophone Section (World 
Wide MGS-20001), which gives [ree rein 
to Coleman Hawkins and four other 
blowers of Adolphe Sax’ invention (M 
shall Royal. Frank Wess, Frank Foster, 
Charlie Fowl > th numbers. 
are especially gloss 





Dear Ann and Abby: 


move over for the masculine point of view 


ROM TIME TO TIME we and some of our 

authors — notably Philip Wylie — have 
commented on the encroachment of wo- 
men into areas Of our national life which 
had been part of the masculine domain. 
We and our authors have also observed 
the morbidly clinical and antiromantic 
intrusion of the female (as opposed to 
the feminine) point of view into mutters 
pertaining to the relations of the sexes — 
as in The Pious Pornographers (October 
1957). To us, one of the most flagrant ex- 
amples of this distaff envelopment (which 
has prompted the writing of such lugu- 
brious books as The Decline of the Amer- 
ican Male) may be found in the nation’s 
press. Here. daily, for all to see. is the 
work of two marriage-happy women, 
Abby Van Bui od Ann Landers, na 
tionally acclaimed as the ultimate author- 
ities on emotional problems. Far be it 
from us to put them down. Doubtless, 
they are well intentioned and button 
bright when it comes to lidling out 
pungent advice to the lovelorn and the 
troubled. What's glaringly lacking, of 
course, is the point of view of the mascu- 
line {ree spirit. It’s our belief there's 
something very wrong in this and we pro 
pose herewith to do our small part to 
yectify it, What follows are verbatim let- 
ters to Ann and Abby and their answers 
(as released by the Chicago Sun-Times 
and McNaught Syndicate), and italicized 
emendations and corrections as a know- 
ing bachelor might pen them. 
















































DEAR AXN: I'm a high-class wom 
divorced, and considered very attractive. 
Please understand that under ordinary 
circumstances I'd never have allowed 
myself to be picked up, but this. par- 
ticular evening it was raining very hard. 

I was on this street corner waiting for 
a bus when a good-looking man asked if 
Yd like a ride. Well, to make a long 
story short, we had dinner together at 
my place and stayed up almost all night 
talking. He knew a lot about Einstem, 
Shakespeare and classical music. 

I fell for him awfully hard and was so 
certain this was the r that I let 
my heart run away with my head. 

He promised to call me in a few days 
but he hasn't kept his word. It’s been 
in’t understand it. 
Is it possible that something terrible 
happened? LET DOWN 



































two weeks now and [ 








DEAR L 





pown: Something terrible hap- 


pened all right. But it happened to you, 
not him. 

I hate to knock the stars out of your 
eyes, Toots (did you say you were 282), 
but this is how The Love Affair of the 
Century looked to him. 








He picked up a girl on a street corner. 
She invited him to her place for dinner 
and the evening. He gave her a moth 
caten line and she bought it hook, line 
and sinker. Period. His mission was ac 
complished on the first trip. Why should 
he come back? 














In our book, something wonderful 
happened. You had a lovely evening 
with a charming guy. Stop bitching and 
pray for more rain. 

DEAR ANN: L have a problem that involves 
a very delicate subject. 'm no good at 
writing, so please reword this letter so 
it will get past the bluenoses who censor 
your column. 

Im no kid, in face Pm 31. Uve be 
come seriously interested in a girl (no 
kid either, she’s 28). This gal was mar- 
ried briefly and lost her husband two 
years ago. 

She has a very good figure, but [ have 
a hunch it’s not all her. (ve hinted at 
this a couple of times and she politely 
told me to mind my own business. H 1 
marry her, this is my business, isn’t 1 

Do you think this comes under the 
heading of deceiving a guy? Lam hoping 
youll Jay it on the line —as ustitl Your 
mswer will mean a lot to me. VERDAD 











GETTIN’ PRETTY Nosy, aren't you, Buste 
My advice is to accept the merchandise 
at face value and don’t be so darned 
technicat. 

A girl who has not been richly en- 
dowed has a perfect right to put up a 
front if she chooses. If this gitl has the 
qualities you're looking for in a wile, 
what difference does it make if her di- 
mensions are an optical illusion? 














Now ix the lime to find out. If you 
think the gal is masquerading under 
false pretenses, you have every right to 
press the matter and find out. Optical 
illusions ave just that —as you'll learn by 
coming to grips with the realities. 


pEAR ANN: My problem is not terribly 


seriovs, but it’s upsetting me. I shop at 
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PERFUME ROSE— 
© rose by another nome—in this case, 
Indiscret. A single flagon of precious 


loveliness. 2.00* 








FRAGRANCE BOUQUET— 
flowers with o difference—ot the 
heort of each rose, the lingering scent 
of Tailspin, Indiscret, Balalaika. 


5.00* 


Availoble ot finest stores, or from the Lilly 
Doché Boutique, 78 East 5éth St, N.Y.C. 


lead up to love with 


fucien felong 


The British 


: 
Bled 
Wool Sock 








Same size, same shape, after washing. Anklet 
$1.50. Garter length $1.75. For color chart, write 
Abbey Imports, inc., Empire State Bldg., N.¥.C. 





25 


PLAYBOY 


26 






CLOTHES OF CHARACTER 
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CHARLES & MEDWOOD STS., BALTO. 2, NO. 
(also 3417 Waleut Se, Phila., Pa.) 
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Cle Jota 


Bridler 
Belts 


An adult Western with 2 
British accent... our new 
Bridler Belt of imported 
Engiish wool with over- 
‘size solid brass tongue 
buckle and russet 
harness-leather tabs, 
Black on red or green: 
gametonnavy; brown 
on green: red, green, 
brown or gold on 
black, Waist sizes: 
28 to 42. Mail 
orders filled 
promptly, PP. 
0.0.0. 

3.95 


For pertfokio of our Winter apparel for men, address: 
Edie Jacobs, Ltd, Balte. 2, Md. 


The Original 


ROANSA 


(roo-ah-na) 
The authentic poncho of South 
America—centuries old, yet perfect for 
today's motoring, skiing or skylarking. 
Warm and lightweight, 100% wool, in 
red, black, or beige. One size fits both 


men and women. 
95 
$14° p00. 








Personalize your 
Ruana with initials 
or fraternity or so- 
rority letters—add 
$1.00 


Send check 6 


éney order to: 
THE SAINT LOUIS TRADING CO. 
402 Shell Building, Dept. 12, St. Louis 3, Mo. 


*trade mark 


a supermarket near my home. The mer- 
chandise is excellent and the prices are 
good, so I don’t want to change stores. 
But a certain young man who works in 
the market always scems to be on the 
lookout for me. 

He makes fresh remarks and always 
manages to put his hands on me. The 
boy is about 19 and I'm married and in 
my middle twenties. 

Several times he’s suggested that I 
leave the groceries and he'll deliver 
them. I've refused, of course, but this 
will give you an idea as to the kind of 
young man he is. 

1 know he needs the job so I don’t 
want to report him for fear he may get 
fired. But this t week when he came 
up behind me and squeezed my shoul- 
ders in a “playful” mood, 1 reached the 
boiling point. What shall 1 do? s.M. Le 

















THY. NEXT TIME this fresh punk gets even 
slightly out of line, let him have it right 
between the laundry soap and the 
noodle soup. 

If he necds a job, he'd better learn 
how to conduct himself with customers. 
Let him know that if he so much as 
comes near you again you'll report him 
to the manager of the store. And keep 
your word. 








Your problem may be more serious 
than you think: you sound like you 
might be turning into a tease and a 
troublemaker. Every adult male is famil- 
iar with women who pretend they aren't 
flattered by the attentions of men but 
manage to convcy without words —and 
even despite thetr words —that they get 
a clout out of this evidence of their at- 
tractiveness, By the same token, few men 
persist when their advances are clearly 
unwanted. Stop hidding yourself that 
you're concerned about tus fellow's job 
and be glad you look good to a younger 
man. 





DEAR Anny: I ama young man who is not 
married. Our office has a bowling team 
and I am on One of the men on the 
team is married and asks everyone on 
our team to say he is single when we go 
to bowl. 

He has a couple of girls in love with 
him and he is still look around. 
Should I continue to lic for him, tell the 
girls the auth or what? I feel like a rat 
and it is affecting my average. BOWLER 














pEAR BOWLER: Tell your bowling buddy 
that bearing false witness is not up your 
alley. Recommend dhat he lay it on the 
line without the curves, or do it for him, 





You can raise your scoring to an all- 
time high by exploiting the situation, not 
exposing ut. Keep your buddy's secret and 
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let him cultivate the field. Then, at just 
the right moment, let each of his con- 
quests know the truth about him —and 
offer your uninvolved self in his place. 


DEAR ANN: The girl 1 love is now shop- 
ping for a wedding yeil in which to 
marry another guy. I'm sure she doesn't 
love him, but she doesn’t have enough 
nerve to break the engagement. 

I went with this gal for two years and 
then we had a fight and broke up. I 
started to go with another girl and this 
one ups and gets herself engaged to 
some pill she knew in high school. 

I've seen her three times this week 
(droye her to work, took her to lunch, 
and drove her home) and she says she’s 
not nutty over this fellow, but he is kind 
and considerate and they will have a 
good life together. I have a hunch her 
folks are pushing it because he is very 
SubStantial. Get it? What shall I do? 

BROKENHEARTED BILL 


sorry, BuB, the days of abducting the 
bride are oyer. 

There's nothing you can do but bow 
out gracefully and stop making a pest of 
yourself, You've made it plain you're 
available and if this girl were sufficiently 
interested, she'd give the other guy the 
air. There's nothing wrong with marry- 
ing a fellow who is “SubStantial” (yeah, 
I get it), so long as he has the other 
qualities you mentioned, 


If a girl sees nothing wrong in marry- 
ing, for money, a man she doesn’t love, 
chances are she'll see nothing wrong in 
getting her love on the side. Cheer up, 
Bill, wait a few months, then give the 
bride a call. You may be on the threshold 
of a very nifty setup indeed —with no 
strings attached. 





DEAR ANN: I'm officially engaged to a girl 
who always behaved herself and had the 
highest of morals 

She took a job in another city and 
promised to be faithful. It was under- 
stood this job was temporary and when 
the six-month period was up, she’d come 
home and we'd be married 

Well, the six months was up last 
Wednesday but I haven't been able to 
reach her for two weeks. Last night I 
decided to get her on the phone if I had 
to stay up all night. That’s almost what 
it took. 

At five A.M. I finally got an answer. 
When I asked where she'd been she said 
her boss had been taking her out. She 
claims this is no romance. 

He's a student of hedonism and he's 
teaching her philosophy and things she 
never knew till now. She doesn't know 
when she'll be home. This girl was an- 
gelic and chaste when she left here. 


What do you think? HENRY 
souNvs As iF this chaste girl has been 
caught. Hedonism is the doctrine of 
pleasure, Its followers believe the prime 
object of life is the pursuit of self-gratifi- 
cation. You can take it from there. 

Write to your girlfriend (there's no 
point in staying up all night again try- 
ing to reach her by phone). Suggest she 
send the ring back or return and hand 
it over in person. 


Don't lose track of this valuable girl! 
If she’s learned her lesson well, you can 
have lots of fun letting her teach you 
“philosophy and things,” and once you're 
educated, no boss will beat you out, 
pEAR Awby: I have a wife who grabs my 
billfold and looks through it every 
chance she gets. She also opens every 
letter that is addressed to me and seals 
it back together again. What do you 
suppose she is looking for? ruzztep 


DEAR PUZZLED: If you don’t know, no- 
body does. And if she ever finds it, 
heaven help you! 


Two courses are open to you. One is 
to face the fact that her behavior shows 
she wants you to relieve her anxiety by 
confirming her worst suspicions, so be gal 
lant and give her what she wants. Second 
—and perhaps simpler —next time she 
prowls your private possessions, give her 


a fat lip. 
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for the first time in a dozen years there was only one 


thought in his mind: soon the long loneliness would be over 


“| PICKED UP THE STATUETTE at Enzo’s a half hour ago,” Scott said. “Your phone call caught me in the 
middle of packing it in my bag.” He glanced at his wrist watch. “If you don't get off this wire, I'l] miss 
my train back to Rome.” 

“I'm calling because I don't want you to come back to Rome,” Tullio said. “I want you to stay in 
Siena. Crager and his wife are coming up by train to have dinner with you there tonight.” 

Scott closed his eyes and shook his head, two hard, sharp twists, and the pain moved back, the way it 
always did, as though it were an intruder who had been caught and flung away from a door he had 
no right to enter. 

“Tullio,” Scott said as he opened his eyes, “when I left Rome yesterday 1 didn't know anything 
about a Mrs. Crager.” 

“Neither did I,” said Tullio. “I thought all we had on our hands was a chump from Ohio who wanted 
a small bronze to take back to his Cleveland living room and you were going to Siena to pick it up 
and bring it back to him. Thisfmorning, when I went over to the Excelsior to have breakfast with him, 
it turns out he's got a wife, and when Mrs. Crager learned her husband was buying the statuette, she 
started sounding off about art, and next thing you know, it turns out she's crazy about cameos.” 

“Cameos?” c 

The word seemed to hang in the air, like a puff of smoke from a distant, faintly heard explosion. 

“I know it sounds like a funny thing to be crazy about,” Tullio said. “But we can make a killing out 
of this if we handle it right, so I want you to listen.” 

Scott did, concentrating hard on the flat, nasal voice. It was one of the tricks for outwitting the pain 
that Scott had learned long ago, when he first met Tullio Pazelli. In those days, soon after the war, 
when Scott had not yet been fully aware of the extent of the damage, his only problem had been how to 
eat. He hadn't wanted to go back to America, and he had no way of earning a living in Italy. When he 
met Tullio that problem had been solved. Tullio, who had been born in Naples, had spent 15 years on 
the fringes of New York's underworld before, at the age of 30, coming back to Italy. ‘The two young men, 
working together, discovered before too long that there were always enough rich tourists pouring 
through Rome and Venice and Milan to keep a former art student like Scott, and a former thief like 
Tullio, in pasta and wine. When the pain became more persistent, however, and Scott met and was 
examined by Dr. Benatti down in Rome, and he did learn the extent of the damage, Scott also learned 
the necessity for outwitting it. 

“That's the plan,” Tullio said. “How do you like it?” 

“We have Crager hooked on the bronze,” Scott said. “Why not let it go at that?” 

“Because on the bronze all we make ourselves is a profit of two million lire or 16 hundred bucks 
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apiece,” Tullio said impatiently. “What's that 

It was, at the small place near Bern that Scott had picked out, a year in Switzerland. And from here 
on in, according to Dr. Benatti, a year was going to be to Scott a lifetime. But Tullio didn’t know that, 
and Scott didn’t want him to know it. 

“Sixteen hundred dollars for each of us on one deal looks like nice money to me,” Scott said carefully. 
“Let’s not be greedy.” 

“Let's not be dumb, either,” Tullio said. “On top of this 16 hundred, if you do like I say, we can 
pick ourselves up another couple of grand, easy. This Crager is loaded and his wife is nuts about cameos. 
‘The way I've got them primed, they'll go for almost any amount. All you have to do is follow instruc. 
tions, What do you say?” 

Scott hesitated: he knew he could manage the pain long enough to take the bronze statuette to Rome 
and pick up his half of the profits; he was not sure he could manage it long enough to take on this 
additional work. 

“I don’t know,” Scott said. “I don’t like it.” 

“What's the matter?” Tullio said. “You sick or something?” 

“What ever gave you that idea?” Scott said sharply. 

“I don't know,” Tullio said. “This is the first time I ever knew you to turn down ready money.” 

"I'm not turning it down,” Scott said. “J was just looking at both sides of the picture.” 

“Well, cut it out and just look at the side that shows all those great big shiny dollars,” Vullio said. 
“You going to help me grab them off, or do I have to come up to Siena with the Cragers and do it 
all myself?” 

Scott drew a deep, tired breath. 

“Stay down there in Rome,” he said. “Of course I'll help.” 

For several moments after he hung up, Scott remained like that, standing motionless at the hotel room 
window, looking down into the sunny square, wondering what it was about the change in plan as 
Tullio had outlined it that bothered him. Then, as the pain began to creep past the guards he kept 
posted at the doors to his consciousness, Scott realized that wondering could do him no good. He shook 
off the pain and looked at his watch, It showed a few minutes short of one o'clock. If he wanted to get 
back to Enzo's before the dealer closed his shop for the siesta, he would have to hurry. Scott took his 
hat and went out. 

The uneasy, shapeless thought went with him, however, like a shadowy stranger dogging his footsteps 
but keeping carefully out of sight. It was not until he turned into the small side street off the sweeping 
Piazza Mattcotti, and he actually saw the crowded window of Enzo's shop, that the answer came, or 
rather returned to him. It came back the way it had arrived in the hotel room, along the telephone wire 
from Rome, in a single word that exploded in his mind and hung there, like a puff of smoke from a 
distant, faintly heard explosion. 

“Cameos!” 

Except that the explosion was hardly that. It was a girl's voice, clear, and fresh, and tinkly with the 
special laughter that had been so much a part of Helen Minton that Scott had never been able to think 
of her without hearing its very special sound. And now that he was thinking of her again, time and 
distance seemed to vanish in the echoes of that laughter, so that Scott was no longer standing on a sunny 
side street off a sweeping square in an Italian hill town on an afternoon that, according to Dr. Benatti, 
was one of the two or three hundred still left to him. 

All at once a dozen years were gone, and there was a war on, and Scott was no longer a 34-year-old 
American expatriate living by his wits in Italy. All at once he was again a 22-year-old sergeant who had 
been hauled out of his tail gunner's blister in one of the Eighth Air Force’s B-17s and sent down, under 
sealed orders, from his airfield base near Liverpool to the stately old mansion, about an hour out of 
London by train, that was known to its inmates as The Hutch. 

Inmates was probably the wrong word for an American colonel, a British captain, a Welsh cook, and 
a WAC lieutenant, but that was the word Helen Minton had used when Scott arrived. Three weeks later, 
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it was still the word she preferred. It 
went very well with her special laughter. 

“Sergeant Scott,” she had said on that 
day three weeks after he arrived at The 
Hutch. He had turned from the map 
he'd been studying on the wall of the 
Common Room, and Lieutenant Minton 
had said, “You're wanted in the Chief 
Inmate's office right away.” 

“Yes, ma‘am,” said Scott, and then 
he'd noticed that the tinkly laughter, 
which always accompanied her use of 
the word inmate, was missing from 
Lieutenant Minton’s voice. He looked 
at her hard and, very quietly, Scott 
said, “Is this it?” 

A troubled frown washed swiftly 
across her loyely face, and she caught 
her lower lip in her teeth as she tugged 
nervously at a button on her khaki 
blouse. 

“My orders were to tell you that 
Colonel March wants you in his office 
at once,” she said. “I can't say any 
more than that.” 

“Sorry,” Scott said. 

For almost two years, ever since he 
had been in the Army, he had heard 
jokes about enlisted men and WAC 
officers. He had even told some of these 
jokes himself. It was not until these 
past three weeks at The Hutch, how- 
ever, that Scott had learned the jokes 
were not funny. He moved toward the 
door. 

“Sergeant.” 

Scott turned back. Lieutenant Minton 
was still standing in front of the map. 
The troubled look had returned to her 
face. 

“If this should be it, sergeant,” she 
said, “would you stop in at my of- 
fice after you're finished with Colonel 
March?” 

“Yes, ma'am,” Scott said. 

He wanted to say more. For almost 
two weeks he'd been wanting to say a 
good deal more. But the words refused 
to come, and Scott knew that the trouble 
was not the difference in their rank. 
The trouble was that he didn’t have 
the right to say more. 

He walked out of the Common Room, 
down the long hall from the walls of 
which the Gainsboroughs had been re- 
moved when the British War Office took 
the house for the duration and turned 
it over to SHAEF. At the door to the 
library, which had been converted into 
an office for the commandant of this 
secret allied operation, Scott stopped 
and knocked. 

“Come inl” 

Scott went in and closed the door. 
Colonel March was standing at the win- 
dow, his hands locked behind him, star- 
ing out across the once formal gardens 
that now, because of the war and the 
manpower shortage, had gone back to 
the tangled, overgrown informality pre- 
ferred by nature. 


“Sergeant Scott reporting, sir.” 

Colonel March turned from the win- 
dow. He was a tall man with a slight 
stoop and almost white hair who had 
been wounded twice at Chateau-Thierry. 

“I suppose you know why I sent for 
you, sergeant?” 

It was the same question Colonel 
March had asked three weeks ago, when 
Scott had arrived at The Hutch under 
sealed orders. The difference was that 
now he knew the answer. 





Three weeks ago he had not known 
the Army was even aware that for two 
years before the war broke out he had 
been studying art in France and living 
near Marlaix in Brittany. 

“The orders came up from London a 
little while ago,” Colonel March said. 
“You're going in tonight, sergeant.” 

“Yes, sir,” Scott said. 

The colonel’s eyes narrowed slightly, 
and his head tipped to one side, as 
though he were looking at the slender 
young man through a film of smoke and 
he wanted to get a clearer view. 

“Is that all you have to say?” he said. 

There was so much Scott wanted to 
say that his heart ached with the ne- 
cessity for keeping the words bottled up. 
But Colonel March was not the person. 
to whom he wanted to say them. 

“Yes, sir,” Scott said. 

The colonel stroked the side of his 
jaw with great care, as though he were 
probing for an elusive pain. 

“Then perhaps I'd better be the one 
to say something, sergeant.” He stepped 
across the room, toward the map of 
Europe on the wall behind his desk, 
and he looked up at it for seyeral long, 
silent moments. “Three years ago, when 
France fell and the Gennans overran 
Europe,” Colonel March said, “the Con- 
tinent was sealed off as tight as a drum. 
The only way to make contact with 
the enemy was first the RAF and later, 
when our country came into the war, 
the Eighth Air Force. It looked as 
though, until we were ready to launch 
our inyasion of the Continent, that was 
the only way we'd be able to fight: by 
dropping high explosive out of airplanes 
onto the enemy's strategic targets.” 

Colonel March paused. 

“Then somebody thought of another 
way," he said, “and The Hutch came 
into existence. Since it did, almost two 
years ago, we've been dropping some- 
thing much more effective than high 
explosive on the enemy. We've been 
dropping men.” 

Colonel March paused again and he 
glanced up at the map. 

“All kinds of nen,” he said. “Poles, 
Frenchmen, Belgians, Danes, Norwe- 
gians. One at a time they've been go- 
ing in, by parachute, in the dead of 
night, back to their native lands, to 
perfonn secret missions designed to 


harass the German invader. All kinds 
of men,” Colonel March repeated, still 
looking up at the map. “And they've 
all gone through The Hutch, learning 
from us here in this house the details 
of their missions, staying with us until 
we're sure they're letter perfect before 
the time comes for them to go in. All 
kinds of men,” Colonel March said once 
more. “And yet all exactly the same, the 
way the knights who long ago set out 
on the Crusades, no matter where they 
came from or what they looked like, 
were also exactly the same, all of them, 
because they had one thing in common: 
they were all brave men.” 

Colonel March brought his glance 
down from the map and fixed it on 
Scott. 

“In the almost two years that I have 
been here,” he said, “you are the first 
American who has come to The Hutch. 
We both know the reason: before the 
war you happened to study and live in 
and come to understand a section of 
France that is strategically important to 
us now, This is an Allied effort, and as 
commandant of The Hutch I should be 
satisfied with that reason and let it go 
at that. I'm afraid I can't,” Colonel 
March said. “Because I am also an 
American.” 

Scott, who had been listening with 
only half his mind, suddenly found him- 
self looking sharply at Colonel March. 
The older man met his glance. 

“I have made it a policy never to pry 
into the private lives of the men who 
are placed for three weeks in my care,” 
Colonel March said. “If I seem by what 
J am about to tell you, Sergeant Scott, 
to be prying into yours, I hope you will 
bear in mind that I speak, not as a 
superior officer to a subordinate, but as 
an American to a fellow American. Is 
that clear?” 

“Yes, sir,” Scott said. 

But it wasn’t. His contacts with Colo- 
nel March during the past three weeks 
had been few. It was the British officer 
on the staff, Captain Giddings, from 
whom Scott, working 10 to 12 hours a 
day until every piece was seared in- 
delibly into his mind, had learned the 
details of his mission. 

“According to the orders I haye just 
received from London,” Colonel March 
said, “your stay with us here at The 
Hutch is ended, You will be picked up 
in less than an hour and driven to the 
airfield from which you will be taking 
off for the Continent some time later 
tonight. The risks involved in a mission 
such as yours were explained to you 
long ago. It is possible, however, that 
you have forgotten a crucial point.” 
Colonel March's voice dropped just a 
trifle. “You may never come back,” he 
said, and he drew a deep breath. “I 
therefore think that if there-is anything 

(continued on page 38) 
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missives and missiles for the jolly season 





The snow and sleet 
Deep-freeze my feet; 

My nose is crystalized; 

One ear, | fear, 

Is numb, my dear; 

But you should be apprised— 
A part of me 

You cannot see 

But love the most 

Is warm as toast: 

"Tis love's sweet source. 
(My heart, of course— 

Why, dear, you seem surprised.) 





TO A PRETTY SCHOOLTEACHER 


Some claim it rhymes with fossil, 
Jostle, docile and colossal; 
Others hold a brief for facile, 
Castle, vassal, even Basil 

(As in Rathbone). Thee | hail, 
Nonetheless, with loud wassail, 
In the hope that yaur correction 
Will not signify rejection. 


ind all because 
Which, like US, resi 
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you want to say to Lieutenant Minton,” 
Colonel March said quietly, “you should 
say it now, sergeant, while you still have 
the opportunity.” 

Ten minutes later, on his way down 
the long hall, Scott was still aware of 
the sense of shock. For three weeks he 
had guarded not only his words, but his 
every glance. Not even the girl with 
whom he had so completely and so 
unexpectedly fallen in love had any way 
of knowing how he felt. How, then, had 
the Old Man learned his secret? 

“Sergeant!” 

Scott stopped and turned. Lieutenant 
Minton had appeared in the doorway 
of her office. 

“Yes, ma’am?” 

She smiled, and when she spoke, the 
tinkly laughter was in her voice. 

“You haven't forgotten your promise 
to stop in at my office, sergeant?” 

“No,” Scott said. There were few 
things he was less likely to forget. “I 
just thought I'd go up to my room first 
and get the books and maps I've bor- 
rowed from the library and bring them 
down so you can check me out.” Scott 
paused for a moment. “I don’t want to 
leave any loose ends,” he said. 

The smile left her face, and when 
Lieutenant Minton spoke again, the 
tinkly laughter was gone from her voice. 

“Then this is it, sergeant?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Scott said. 

The troubled look he had noticed 
earlier again washed swiftly across her 
face, and for a moment, as the breath 
caught in his throat, Scott wondered if 
she, too, like Colonel March, had guessed 
his secret. For almost three weeks, ever 
since —soon after his arrival at The 
Hutch — the emotions he had not an- 
ticipated had begun to run away with 
him, Scott had struggled fiercely to keep 
uppermost in his mind the knowledge 
that, no matter what happened, the one 
person who must never suspect how he 
felt about her was Helen Minton her- 
self, From the very beginning, knowing 
what only he himself could know, Scott 
had known also that to allow her even to 
suspect would be unpardonable. Some- 
how, however, in spite of Scott's vigi- 
lance, Colonel March had guessed his 
secret. So why not Helen? 

“Sergeant,” she said quietly, “would 
you come into my office for a moment?” 

Lieutenant Minton held the door 
open, and, as Scott stepped past her 
into the room from which it was her 
job to supervise the administrative de- 
tails of The Hutch, he was afraid she 
could hear the sudden wild beating of 
his heart. She closed the door and 
turned to face him. For several long, 
long moments, during which they stared 
at each other in silence, Scott tried 
desperately to read the expression in 

















her eyes. 

Did she know how he felt? Was she 
puzzled by his failure to tell her? Could 
it be that, because pride forbade her 
asking the question with words, she was 
asking it now with her glance? Was she 
saying, without words, “I know how you 
feel. I want you to know I feel it, too. 
Please tell me you love me. Until you 
say it, I cannot say it, either"? Or did 
he think that was what she was saying 
because, more than anything else in the 
world, it was what he wanted to hear? 

“Sergeant Scott.” 

For #« stunned moment he did not 
realize she had broken the silence. 

“Yes?” he said. 

“| have been stationed here for almost 
two years, ever since The Hutch was 
activated,” Lieutenant Minton said, “I 
know that Colonel March makes it a 
point, before a man goes off on his 
mission, to remind him that he may 
never come back.” She paused, and her 
slender fingers began to pick nervously 
at a button on her khaki blouse. “I 
would like to remind you of something 
else,” Helen Minton said. “You must 
never forget, sergeant, there is a very 
good chance that you will come back.” 

“Thanks,” Scott said. “I'll try to re- 
member that.” 

“Would it help you to remember,” 
she said, “if I asked you to bring some- 
thing back to me?” 

Her voice had been so low that it was 
only because he was standing directly in 
front of her, watching every flicker of 
movement on her face, that Scott heard 
the words. It seemed odd, therefore, 
that a dozen years later, in another 
country, on a sunny side street off a 
sweeping square in an Italian hill town 
on an afternoon that, according to Dr. 
Benatti down in Rome, was one of the 
two or three hundred left to him, Scott 
could still hear those words. He could 
hear them so clearly, and they evoked 
so vividly the image of the girl who had 
uttered them, that Scott forgot the cease- 
less vigilance he was forced to maintain 
over the guards he kept posted at the 
doors to his consciousness, and the pain 
began to creep past them. He shook it 
off with two hard, sharp twists, one to 
the left and one to the right, and as the 
pain moved back, Scott moved down the 
street to Enzo’s shop and opened the 
door. 

“Signor Scott!” the dealer said in 
astonishment from behind the counter. 
“Did you not tell me less than one hour 
ago when you came for the bronze that 
you were taking the two o'clock train 
back to Rome?” 

“There's been a change in my plans,” 
Scott said. “My partner, Mr. Pazelli, just 
called me on the long distance phone. 

















We have a customer who is interested 
in cameos. Mr. Pazelli says you have a 
good selection.” 

“For your purposes, Signor Scott,” the 
dealer said with a small bow, “I have 
the finest selection in Europe.” 

This, after almost two hours of going 
through Enzo’s trays, proved to be no 
idle boast. By three o'clock Scott had 
found at least two, and possibly three 
items, that met the specifications Tullio 
had given him on the phone. 

“I'll take all three,” Scott said, “and 
return the ones we don’t use.” 
signore,” Enzo said. And, with a 
wise smile as he followed Scott to the 
door, he added, “Success to your ven- 
ture, sir.” 

By the time he got back to the hotel, 
Scott knew the pain was getting out of 
hand. Vigilance alone would no longer 
hold it. Not for the length of time it 
would take to complete this additional 
job with which Tullio had saddled him. 
Standing in the middle of his hotel 
room, Scott made a swift computation, 

It was not quite $:30 in the afternoon. 
The train Tullio had said the Cragers 
were taking up from Rome arrived in 
Siena shortly after six. Since they were 
coming to stay at this same hotel, it 
wasn't really necessary for Scott to meet 
them at the station. If any ruffled feel- 
ings were involyed, he could explain 
later that the quest for the cameos had 
detained him. So he didn’t actually have 
to meet the Cragers until it was time 
for a drink before dinner, say seven 
o'clock, or even 7:30. This gave Scott, 
allowing time for a shower and a change 
of clothes, at least three hours. Maybe 
even three and a half, Not long enough, 
really. But better than nothing. And 
unless he took action at once, the pain 
would reduce him before long to a lot 
worse than nothing. 

“OK,” he muttered. “Let's get goin 

Scott took the bottle of red pills from 
the suitcase on the bed and swallowed 
two. To take the larger blue capsule, 
he went into the bathroom for a glass 
of water. By the time he came back into 
the bedroom, the cutting edge of the 
pain had already been blunted. Scott 
kicked off his shoes, pulled down the 
knot of his tie, and dropped onto the 
bed, As the pain ebbed away, and sleep 
began to wash in, he became aware of 
the sounds. They were as familiar as his 
own name. They were the price he al- 
ways had to pay for this respite from 
the pain . _ - 

At first it was no more than a faint 
hum, Then the hum grew louder and 
louder until it became the roar of four 
B-17 motors. Above the roar Scott could 
hear his own voice counting, as he 
plunged like a rock through the black- 
ness of the night, He counted slowly, 
the way he had been taught in the 

(continued on page 44) 
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By H. ALLEN SMITH 


how and how-not to hotel-woo a wench without benefit of baggage 


OU ARE A WRITER (said my neighbor 

Avery) and I remember when I was in 
college and had a brief go at English 
Lit, and somewhere it said that the best 
writing is the kind where it points a 
moral, so now I got one for you. 

Sometimes a man finds himself in a 
situation where he wants to register at 
a nice hotel with a lady who is not re- 
lated to him in any way and the trouble 
is, they got no baggage. 

To a lot of men this is a very embar- 
rassing situation. It always was with 
me. That is, [ mean, well, I don’t mean 
to say it happened to me very often, but, 
oh, say maybe awo or three or maybe 
four times. And every time it was the 
sane. I'd get up to that hotel desk with 








this babe alongside me and the clerk 
giving me a fish-eye stare and I'd start 
to stammer and stutter, and I'd swallow 
hard like I had a bullfrog stuck in my 
throat, and I'd turn as red as a spanked 
baby’s behind. I remember once with a 
girl from Scarsdale, I started to go into 
a long song and dance at the desk, start- 
ing out, “My wife and I live in the coun- 
try and we . - .” and it came out in a 
high squeak like a radio set that’s sud- 
denly gone haywire. Then when I tried 
to sign the register, my hand shook so 
bad the writing looked like it was done 
by a man a hundred and nine years old. 

Now, to go back a ways. I don’t or- 
dinarily see much of the guys I went to 
college with but there was one, Stan 


Moresby, we used to hell around a little 
together, and one day somebody told 
me Stan was manager of the Arcade 
Plaza Hotel in New York. The Arcade 
Plaza, as you know, is strictly a class 
joint with fat ladies leading their dogs 
around and three or four bellhops old 
enough to be my father. 

Well, I went around to see Stan and 
after that we had lunch together a few 
times and then one day I happened to 
think about this business with a girl. I 
figured, we're a civilized people, we 
ought to have a civilized way of handling 
this matter. So I asked him, “Stan,” I 
said, “what's the best way to work it 
when you got a girl and no baggage and 

(concluded on page 91) 
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Back in the fall of 1953 Editor-Publisher The criginal pre-publication title of the magazine was Stag Party and it wasn't 
Hugh M. Hefner beat out copy for the first changed to PLaysoy until just before the first Issue went to press; PLAYBOY's naw- 
Issue of PLaysoy In his Chicago apartment, famaus rabbit, wha bid readers welcome to Valume 1, Number 1, was very 
which served as the magazine's office far nearly a stag, os the two versians of the drawing above illustrate. 


the first three Issues. Hefner started PLayvsoy 
with $600 of his awn maney and a few 
hundred more borrowed from friends. 





Above, Black Country, September 1954, intro- 
duced readers ta two af PLaysoy’s most popular 
contributors, writer Charles Beaumant and artist 
LeRay Neiman. The stary remains one of the fin- 
est pieces of jazz fiction ever written; the il- 
lustration was honared with an exhibition by the 
Chicaga Art Director's Club. Below, tasty text 
and illustration have helped make Thomas Marlo’s 
food and drink articles a favorite feoture from 
the earliest Issues. 





Neiman's first 
fashion itlus- 
tratian for the 
magazine (Jan. 
1955) shawed the : 
lean lvy look es 


that PLAYBOY Ld 
championed in ye) 

Figure studles of Anita Ekberg caused a sensation the Issues that == | 

when they appeared in the August 1956 Issue of fallawed. 

PLAYBOY along with the stary of sculptor Sepy Do- 


bronyi's bronze statue af the famous film beauty. 
Statve now stands In Cuban Art Center in Havana. ree 





@ magazine's musings and memories 


VERSARY SCRAPBOOK 










Hefner discusses a layout prab- 
lem an ane of the early Issues 
with Art Director Arthur Paul, 
the man responsible for the mag- 
azine's award-winning art and 
design. Paul was one of the first 
to jain the PLavsoy staff. 





Subscriptian Manager Janet Pilgrim became 
Playmate af the Manth In July 1955. Here 
clowning with Publisher Hugh Hefner at phota 
studio, Janet is wearing bathing suit for cover 
shot, Hefner sports top hat and tails used in 
backgraund of Playmate pose. 


Playmate Barbara Cameron looks an while photag- 
rapher affixes a paper leaf ta tree for the Novem- 
ber 1955 cover. PLAYBOY covers are usually collages 
made up of several photagraphic and art elements. 
The rabbit has appeared on avery cover but the 
very first. 


Cole's first Female, “The Spin- 
ster," appeared in June 1954. 





Playboy's Penthouse Apartment, presented in o dozen full-color pages In the Sep- 
tember and Octaber 1956 issues, hos drawn more mail than any other feature 
published to date, including the Playmates. The article described in detall the 
design plans and furnishings of an ideal bachelor's apartment. Most readers 
wanted infarmation on where to purchase varlaus items pictured, some requested 
biveprints in arder ta actually duplicate the apartment for themselves, 


about the first half decade 


Early in 1957 the staff moved into the hand- 
some, $750,000 Ptavsoy Building. It has be- 
come a meeting place for artists, writers, 
show business personalities, jazz greats; 
more than an office buildit 





“Contrary to popular Western 
beliefs, the Geisha girl con- 
fines her  enfertainmenf fo 
singing, dancing, playing a 
musical instrument .. .”” 





Silverstein 
reports back 
to Playsoy 

on the Geisha 
girl situation 
in Tokyo 

at beginning 
of his world 
travels in 
May of 1957. 





piayeoY’s beavers: Executive Editor Ray Russell, artist 
LeRay Neiman, Ass't Art Director Jerry White, car- 
toanist Shel Silverstein. Silverstein has had his whiskers 
for two years, but the athers began growing theirs 
after the July article on beards. 





June “The Bosom" Wilkinsan came over to the 
PLAYBOY Building to have her picture taken, 





Playmate Lisa Winters lounges prettily in paveoy's executive 
offices in an abbreviated sun-suit. The building is beautified 


é i Ks not anly by models, but by the magazine's secretaria! staff, 
SE aS which ranks among the prettiest in any affice, cnywhere. 


Johnny Mathis stapped by to say “hello” sporting a 
Pair of PLAYBOY cuff links. 





Jaguar XK140MC ry | 





“| hoven't mode up my mind about 
him. He's either o perfect gentleman 
or he's terribly rua down.” 





Denison’s sophisticated sports car 
cartoons appealed to both readers’ 
sense of humor and interest in cars. 





Typical of the magazine's unusual approach in art, a story 
by Ray Bradbury in the January 1957 issue was illustrated 
by Picasso drawings never before printed in America. 





Janet Pilgrim was guest of hanar at 
Dartmauth during an all-piavsoy 
weekend at that very lvy college, in 
the heart of canservative New Eng- 
fand. She wan the hearts af all on 
campus, faculty included, and PLaveoy 
reported the remarkable event in its 
October 1956 issue. 





The Fly, described as “one of the 

most throat-drying, palm-maistening, 
spine-icing harror stories” ever pub- 
lished when it first appeared in PLAYBOY 





te 


In June of 1957, was turned into a big- A formal phota of Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner taken in the 
budget movie thriller this year by 20th PLaveoy Studio five years after canceiving his dream of an enter- 
Century-Fox Studios. tainment magazine for the urban man. For the future, Hefner and 


staff hape to make PLayeoy the best men’s magazine In the warld. 
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ak Knight Loy Dying (continued from page 38) 


parachute school to which he had been 
sent before he went to The Hutch, 
enunciating clearly in his mind, concen- 
trating hard on the numbers until he 
reached “Ten!” Then he yanked the 
ripcord. His tumbling body, like a po- 
tato sack that has been kicked erect by 
a giant foot, was jerked upright. 

Scott never knew —he certainly was 
never able later to trace it back ac- 
curately for Dr. Benatti in Rome — 
whether the pain began at that moment, 
when the parachute harness snapped 
him out of the downward spin, or 
whether it began when he hit the 
ground, Scott knew only—and_ this 
piece of knowledge, years later in Rome, 
he could reconstruct perfectly for Dr. 
Benatti — that he realized almost as soon 
as he touched the earth that this land- 
ing in Brittany was somehow different 
from all the previous landings he had 
made on practice jumps during his stay 
at the parachute school in England. 

He had no time, however, to do any- 
thing more than make a mental note of 
the difference. There was the parachute 
which, according to his strict instruc 
tions, had to be gathered and buried 
immediately, And there was the problem 
of getting his bearings in the dark. 
Neither job was easy. 

By the time he finished both, Scott 
new the drop had been successful. He 
was in a pasture about seven kilometers 
south of Marlaix. According to his cal- 
culations, this put him about a half 
hour's walk from his rendezvous point: 
the Auxerre farmhouse immediately 
north of the town. 

He started across the pasture toward 
the dirt road that, during his two years 
in Brittany before the war, Scott had 
come to know as well as the street in 
Baltimore on which he had been born 
and raised, As he reached the stone wall 
that marked the end of the pasture, 
Scott suddenly remembered something 
he had said one day soon after he came 
up from Paris to Marlaix, an art student 
with a single suitcase and a box of paints 
and very little money, and settled down 
as a paying boarder in the Auxerre 
household. 

“I’m getting to know this area so well 
1 could find your father’s house in the 
dark,” Scott had said to Jeanine. Now, 
four years later and three years after he 
had last seen the Auxerre farm, Scot 
added to himself grimly, “This is your 
chance to prove it!" 

He never got the chance, 

A moment after the thought crossed 
his mind, Scott became aware of a 
smudge of darkness against the slightly 
paler darkness of the stone wall. The 
smudge had moved. Scott dropped in his 
tracks, rolled carefully into the deeper 
shadows at the base of the wall, and 











held his breath. It was a few minutes 
short of three o'clock in the morning, 
and it was bitter cold. Anything capable 
of movement that was outdoors on such 
a night should have barked. Not a 
sound, however, came from the shadows. 

For several ago ig moments the 
silence was broken only by the sound 
of Scott carefully letting out his breath. 
Then, very slowly, so slowly that at first 
he didn’t believe he had seen it, Scott 
saw the smudge of darkness move again. 
A moment after that he saw that it was 
moving toward him. Scott's hand, grop- 
ing toward the hunting knife strapped 
to his boot, suddenly stopped. A faint 
whisper had come out of the shadows. 
Scott replicd with a whisper of his own. 

“Jeanine?” 

The answer was a swift flurry of move- 
ment as the shadow came hurtling along 
the stone wall. 

“I knew you would come back,” Pierre 
Auberre’s young daughter whispered. “I 
never doubted,” she said. “I knew you 
would come back.” 

Some time went by before Scou could 
trust himself to talk. When he did, he 
didn’t know how to say what was in his 
heart. 

“You're cold,” he said instead. But 
that didn’t sound right, even though it 
was true enough, She was shivering in 
his arms. He made an effort and forced 
his mind back to the details of his mis- 
si He said, “What is happening at 
the farmhouse?" 

“The instructions were that you would 
arrive at midnight,” Jeanine said. “We 
turned out the lights at the regular 
hour, as though we were going to bed, 
but actually we remained in the kitchen, 
Papa and Mama and J, near the stove, 
waiting.” She shivered again, and Scott 
held her closer. “By one o'clock we were 
very worri Jeanine said. “By two 
o'clock Papa said there was no point in 
waiting up any longer, since the night 
of the drop must have been changed for 
some reason at the last moment, and we 
would receive instructions on what other 
night you would be coming, and now it 
was best to go to bed, So we all went 
to bed. But I could not sleep. I knew 
what Papa had said made sense, but my 
heart would not listen to sense. My 
heart told me you were coming tonight, 
as arranged, and that you had mercly 
been delayed.” 

“We took off from England an hour 
late because of the weather,” Scott said. 
“And over the Channel we had to de- 
tour all the way out to sea for almost 
two hours because our radar picked up 
an unexpected flight of Messerschmitt: 

“I knew it was only a delay,” Jeanine 
said. “So 1 waited until Papa and Mama 
were asleep, then I put on my clothes, 
and I stole out of the house, and I came 



































along the road to meet you.” 

Then they were quiet again, and 
finally Scott forced his mind back once 
more to the details of his mission. 

“We'd better get to the farmhous 
he said. “I've got to wake them up. 

Jeanine stiffened in his arms, 

“No,” she said. “he morning is time 
enough.” 

Scott hesitated. The thin trickle of 
information that had been coming out 
of Brittany to England since the fall of 
France indicated clearly that, while no 
functioning resistance movement had 
yet begun to take shape, the people of 
the area were ready for it, and Pierre 
Auxerre and his family were ready to 
assume its active leadership. Scott was 
bringing a plan, complete with tables of 
organization, demolition programs, and 
communications codes, which would en- 
able such a moyement to synchronize 
itself with the life blood that would 
feed it: regular U.S. Air Force and RAF 
parachute drops of ammunition and 
supplies, His instructions were clear, 
He must deliver the papers to Pierre 
Auxerre and be gone from the farm- 
house before dawn. 

“The morning is too late,” Scott said. 
“My instructions are ——" 

Jeanine put her hand over his lip: 

“I have not seen you for three years," 
she whispered. “The morning is time 
enough.” 

Scott hesitated again. His instructions 
were clear, but his conscience was not. 
He had not known, when he was sent 
to The Hutch, that a girl named Helen 
Minton existed. ‘Their meeting was an 
accident, But Scott was the victim of 
that accident. If he had not controlled 
the conditions that had brought about 
his meeting with Helen Minton, neither 
could he control the consequences of 
that meeting. He had to tell Jeanine 
about Helen, 
H right,” Scott said. 
is time enough.” 

But he was wrong. When he woke up, 
the sun was streaming into the hayloft 
in which he had spent the night. Re- 
membering where he was, Scott remem- 
bered also how he had got there, and 
his face flushed with the recollection of 
his cowardice. At the last moment, when 
he had steeled himself to tell Jeanine 
about Helen, the words had failed him. 
They must not fail him again. Scott 
turned toward Jeanine. But she was 
gone. 

He sat up quickly, his hand groping 
at the hay that held the faint outlines 
of her body. The hay was still warm. 

Jeanine had obyiously gone across to 
the farmhouse to tell her parents that 
he had arrived, and to fetch him some 
breakfast. Scott wondered if it was safe 
to risk a stealthy trip down to the pump 
in the barnyard. Some cold water on his 

(continued on page 58) 
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“Find another way to beat the cold, Walsh — or turn in your bell!” 


food and drink By THOMAS MARIO 


he distillation of sweet delight 


to bring out the winter sun, there’s nothing like a liqueur 


FROM THE HIPPEST OF THE HiP to the squarest of the square, all classes of tipplers seem to derive equal 
pleasure from liqueurs. A chick who doesn’t have the faintest idea what ingredients go into Pernod or 
prunclle will nevertheless receive the same luxurious wave length from these drinks. 

This more-or-less universal reaction doesn't mean every flagon of liqueur contains some kind of 
built-in sorcery that always transforms mixed drinks or base foods into epicurean masterpieces. ‘The 
current fad, for instance, of sloshing liqueurs of any conceivable flavor indiscriminately over lady fingers, 
fritters and fruit is a glaring example of gastronomic ghastliness. Liqueurs are infusions or 
distillations made from fan ally complex formulae containing —besides brandy or spirits and 
sugar — fruits, flowers, herbs, seeds, spices, roots, bark and kernels gathered from every corner of the 
world. Although there are as many different kinds of liqueurs as there are people who sip them, cach 
liqueur is an individual chef-d’oeuvre, and should be treated lovingly or, at the very least, thoughtfully. 

Just to illustrate the use and misuse of a fine liqueur, after a dinner of veal marsala, gorgonzola cheese 
and black coffee, you'd make your guests very grateful by serving some cold clear white anisette. But if 
you passed the very same liqueur among a group who were still pleasantly feeling the effects of a roast 
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turkey, sausage stuffing and Christmas 
plum pudding with hard sauce, your 
offering would go over like the prover- 
bial cement zeppelin. Freelance hosts 
who dust off the old bottle of créme de 
cacao just because it happens to have 
lingered on the shelf for too many years 
should be told that a bottle of liqueur 
isn't something you palm off like a box 
of leftover bonbons. It needs an occa- 
sion. Often it creates the occasion. 
There are still too many mule-headed 
drinking men who think that liqueurs, 
because they're sweet, should only be 
served when a light of love is present. 
In 1601, John Rudolph Glauber in his 
Description of New Philosophical Fur- 
naces pointed out that his “Cordial Ex- 
tract,” among other things, “refresheth 
the spirits, and corroborates the brains 
and other parts of the body.” Any man, 
PLAYBOY suggests, whose brain may be 
in need of corroboration at this time of 
the year should drink a moderate quan- 
tity of green Chartreuse (110 proof) to 
sce just how virile a liqueur can be. 
Glauber was an alchemist in good 
standing, and, at the end of his rather 
long recipe for the Cordial Extract he 
added that his potion “is made more 
efficacious by adding the sweet oil of 
gold.” That this last element would pro- 
long both youth and life he had no 
doubt. Glauber's gold can still be found 
in the harmless and tasteless little flakes 
of gold leaf floating in any bottle of 
Danziger Goldwasser or in the French 
Liqueur d'Or you buy in any up-to-date 
liquor store. (The gold, by the way, is 
22 carat. Anything less than 22 carat 
would turn black when exposed to alco- 
hol and sugar.) Goldwasser gets its name 
from gold but not its flavor: this comes 
from an intriguing blend of citrus peel 
and herbs, and it’s a superb instance of 
how durable the great proprietary 
liqueurs have been over the centuries. 
The benedictine you drink today fol- 
lows a secret formula created four and 
a half centuries ago by the monk Dom 
Bernardo Vincelli. About a century 
after benedictine was first made, the 
Carthusian Fathers of France were en- 
trusted by a French nobleman with a 
secret recipe for the liqueur which be- 
came known 2s Chartreuse. Twice dur- 
ing their long history the sworn-to-sil- 
ence monks who made Chartreuse were 
exiled from France, and although their 
distillery and trade name were seized by 
the French government, none of their 
would-be successors were ever able to cre- 
ate a reasonable imitation of the 
liqueur. The hooded Fathers returned 
from their last exile in Spain in 1931, 
and about 10 years later the French- 
made Chartreuse again appeared. Dur- 
ing their exile they made a similar 
liqueur in Tarragona, Spain, but while 
it is an excellent product which is still 


shipped to South America, it lacks the 
plants, herbs and roots that are indige- 
nous to France and are required for the 
authentic liqueur. It’s generally esti- 
mated that about 130 different ingredi- 
ents are needed for distilling Chartreuse. 
Calisay, a Spanish liqueur, contains a 
mere 127 ingredients. But whether a for- 
mula is made of 10 or a hundred items, 
the final potion that you eventually sip 
always points to the old principle that 
every noted liqueur man works by, 
namely, that the end product of his 
labors, created through the art of blend- 
ing, must always be greater than. the 
mere sum of all the parts. 

Serious liqueur drinkers know that 
the old proprietary liqueurs with their 
complex flavor blends are much less 
likely to become tiresome than the sim- 
ple fruit flavors like peach or black- 
berry. But even these relatively simple 
liqueurs often have a mystic kind of 
fragrance or unidentifiable tartness that 
is found under onc label and not an- 
other. One need only compare the illus- 
trious Cherry Heering from Denmark 
with the white maraschino liqueur made 
in France of marasca cherries to see the 
vast gulf between liqueurs derived from 
the same kind of fruit. 

Men shopping for liqueurs in the 
United States are often bewildered by 
the nomenclature on the bottles. In the 
first place, let it be understood that the 
words “liqueur” and “cordial” mean ex- 
actly the same thing. For many genera- 
tions, both English and American 
puritans avoided the word liqueur, 
thinking it would identify them too 
closely with the hard-liquor set. If a 
drink was called “A Clove Cordial.” or 
“A Conserve of Cowslips Good Against 
Melancholie,” it was considered per- 
fectly respectable. Liqueur is a French 
word, and Frenchmen, as one might 
suspect, subscribed only half-heartedly 
to this kind of mumbo jumbo, although 
it's true that some French liqueurs are 
still called digestifs. Besides the words 
liqueur and cordial, “fruit flavored 
brandy" appears on many American 
products these days. This latter term 
also means the same sweet type of 
after-dinner drink, with this main 
difference: fruit flavored brandy must 
be made with a brandy base, while an- 
other liqueur or cordial can be made 
with a base of any other distilled spirits. 
Most fine imported liqueurs have al- 
ways been made with a brandy base. 
Fruit flavored brandies should not be 
confused with true brandies which con- 
tain no added sugar whatever and which 
are made from fermented mash — such 
as cognac from grapes, kirsch from wild 
cherries or mirabelle from small yellow 
plums. 

In the Thirties, right after Prohibi- 
tion, many of the domestic liqueurs 





offered were only a shade better than 
Uncle Judd’s peach pits aging in a jug 
on the back porch. The comparison of 
domestic and European liqueurs was too 
painful to describe. But 2 change gradu- 
ally set in, and by World War II, when 
European supplies were cut off, Ameri- 
can liqueurs had been tremendously 
improved. Today American distilleries 
produce some of the smoothest liqueurs 
in the world, Famous proprietary brands 
include Southern Comfort, Créme Yvette 
(an American, not a French, liqueur 
made with flavorings of violet and 
vanilla), and Forbidden Fruit, one of 
the American liqueurs produced before 
Prohibition, renowned throughout the 
world. Prominent liqueur firms from 
France and Holland are now producing 
liqueurs in the United States using the 
same old-world formulae and technicians 
and, in some cases, are eyen importing 
flavoring ingredients from their coun- 
tries of origin. All of these factors un- 
doubtedly account for the fact that 90% 
of the liqueurs sold in the United 
States are now domestic products. 


LIQUEURS IN FOOD 


In pouring liqueurs over food for 
desserts, a good rule is to make sure the 
liqueurs are diluted as little as possible. 
If, for instance, you're pouring a fruit 
liqueur over vanilla ice cream, serve the 
dessert immediately, or the melting 
cream and liqueur will blend into an 
insipid dulcification. If you're drizzling 
créme de menthe over stewed or canned 
pears, the pear syrup should be drawn 
off the fruit, or else, again, the liqueur 
and syrup will flow into a nondescript 
liquid, When crepes suzette, which are 
relatively dry. are flambéed with 
liqueur, the crepes will welcome and 
absorb the liqueur but not obliterate it. 
Liqueurs come in ambrosial, fantastic 
flavors, and it's necessary to avoid im- 
petuous combinations that never quite 
come off. Some dishes, such as a creamy 
rice pudding, have a kind of warm sim- 
plicity, and a liqueur poured over such 
fare is actually offensive. A hot, light 
souffié, however, is not only good when 
flavored with a liqueur before it's baked, 
but is also fine when it's blazed with a 
liqueur at the serving table. Then, there 
are many instances where the use of a 
liqueur with a food is purely a matter of 
individual taste, and one can issue no 
dicta. The average man eating apple pie 
is usually concerned with the texture of 
the pastry and the flavor of the apple 
filling. Yet, if you take a piece of apple 
pie which has been out of the oven no 
more than an hour and a half, place the 
pie on a warm dish, add 2 good-size 
jigger of warm Southern Comfort, set it 
aflame, and spoon it over the pie, the 
chances are pretty good that you'll boost 

(continued on page 84) 





Above, I to r: baby buffolo-hide stud box, suede lined; $17.50. Homilton Chonticleer wrist 
olorm, in 10k gold-filled case, woterproof; $95. Homilton Golden Tempus tells the time in all 
zones, 14k gold cose; $175, Phrose book for 5 longuoges, pigskin cover; $12. Scottish 
cashmere scarf; $20. Cowhide cigor cose; $7.50. Thorens wind-up razor with two heods 
and case; $17.50, Minox comero with built-in light meter ond cose; $169.95. Olivetti Letterc 
22 portoble typewriter; $88. Outdoorsmon sunglosses of groduated density, with cose; $21 
ltolian colf possport case, with currency converter; $17.50. Stog-hondle utility knife with 
corkscrew, bottle opener, etc; $15. Shipmote brior pipe with hinged cop; $12.50. Brush 
‘ond monicure set in pinseal leother; $12. Pullmon slippers with cose; $12.90. Below, bottom 
row, I to r; cowhide trovel bor totes 2 fifths plus accessories; $55. Folding umbrella, lecther 
handle; $20. Sports glosses, 5x, with cose; $30.25. Pigskin tie case, satin lined; $12. Minioture 
chess set with mognetized men ond leather cose; $10, Cowhide toilet case with shoving, 
monicure ond grooming accessories; $49.50. Zippered 4-in-1 attoché cose converts into 
brief bog or I-suiter; $45. Top row, | to r: Wilt toxi-steomer trunk of woven duck; $85. 
Duffel coot of loden cloth with hood; $38.50. Fielding's Travel Guide to Europe, 1958-59; 
$4.95. McGrow-Hill’s Poris; $3.75. Arrow Docron wosh-ond-weor shirts; $6.95 each. 
Pigskin gloves; $16.50. Bousch & Lomb mognesium binoculors, 7x, weigh only 19 ozs, 
with cose; $192.50. Itolian silk roincoot pocks oway into its own motching beret; $60. 
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MODEL 
PEAYEVIATTE 


MERRY MIAM] MODEL Joyce Nizzari, our 
Playmate for the merry month of De 
cember, is spending the holidays bronzi- 
fying her velyety exterior not in Miami, 
but at Sun Valley, enjoying the combina- 
tion of winter sports and solar brilliance 
that has made this idyllic Idaho fun-in- 
thesun spot famous. During the rest of 
the year, Joyce lives in Florida with her 
parents and makes like the highly success- 
ful young model she is. An 18-year-old 
winner of more local beauty contests 
than you can shake a bathing suit at, she 
was the nominee of the Hialeah Junior 
Chamber of Commerce in this year's Miss 
America contest and appeared on our 
July cover, incognito under a pair of sun- 
glasses. Remember? Letters came pour- 
ing into the etayboy Building as soon as 
the July issue went on sale — letters ask- 
ing “Who is she?”; letters requesting that 
she '“Vake off those sunglasses 
demanding that we “Make her a Play- 
mate!” So, OK, we haye. 





our july cover girl 
returns as 





miss december 





-— MISS DECEN 
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A dedicated Miamian, Joyce has known 
the joys of water-skiing for some time, 
but the other kind of skis were foreign 
to her until her visit to Sun Valley. 


Sun is sun just about everywhere, and 
a tempting tan can be acquired in Flo- 
rida, as Joyce is doing here, or in Idaho, 
as she’s doing inside the gatefold. 


PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


The sexy wife of a busy husband recently 
won a divorce, charging her hubby with 
lack of attentiveness. “If anything ever 
happened to me,” the stacked missus 
claimed, “my husband wouldn't even be 
able to identify the body.” 











W hat’s that drink you're mixing?” the 
stranger asked the bartender in the ex- 
otic Caribbean bar. 

“I call this a rum dandy,” said the 
bartender. 

“What's in it?” asked the stranger. 

“Sugar, milk and rum,” said the bar- 





it good?” asked the stranger. 
‘Sure,” said the bartender. “The sugar 
gives you pep, the milk gives you energy.” 
“And the rum?” asked the stranger. 
“Ideas about what to do with all that 
pep and energy.” 


Our Research Department has come up 
with some interesting statistics that 
prove that four out of five women-haters 
are women, 





A switch on the oldest Party Joke in the 
world gots like so: Who was that lady 
I saw you outwit last night? 


She was standing before the judge, ery- 
ing out her story: “Your honor, he gets 
up every morning and starts knocking 
me around the bedroom. He hits me in 
the head with his fist, and sometimes he 
uses a shoe. If 1 don't fix his meals just 
the way he likes them, he conks me with 


the pots and pans. If I dare to talk back 
to him or say anything he doesn’t care 
for, he belts me on the skull with a beer 
bottle. Your honor, that man ought to 
be in jail.” 

Turning to the defendant, the judge 
asked, “What have you to say for your- 
self?” 

“You can’t believe a word that woman 
says, your honor,” said the man, “She's 
obviously punch drunk.” 


Don't you think he dresses nattily?” 
asked one secretary of another regarding 
the young executive walking past the 
water cooler. 
“Natalie 
manded. 


who?" her co-worker de- 


A friend of ours who rarely sleeps alone 
observes knowingly that one good turn 
usually gets most of the blanket. 





Atter the lavish wedding reception, the 
newlyweds retired to their honeymoon 
suite. The groom turned down the lights 
and found something suitably romantic 
on the radio. Then he excused himself 
and returned in pajamas and robe. Ie 
opened a bottle of champagne and 
poured them each a drink, then he took 
his bride by the hand and tenderly led 
her toward the bedroom. 

“Damn,” she muttered, “evel time 1 
go out with a guy it ends up the same 
way.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary offers this 
definition of the difference between frus- 
tration and panic: Frustration is the fist 
time you discover you can’t do it the 
second time. Panic is the second time 
you discover you can't do it the first time. 





Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, rLaynoy, 
232 E, Ohio St., Chicago 11, IiL, and 
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used. 
In case of duplicates, payment goes to 
first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 








“Tis the season to be jolly, tra-la-la-la-la — la-la-la-la...” 
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=f Knight Ly Dying (continued from page 14) 


face would feel good. 

He was debating with himself whether 
to take the risk as he rolled across the 
hay toward the hayloft window when, at 
precisely the same moment, Scott saw 
the gray-green car at the front door of 
the house, with the parachute he had 
buried the night before flung across the 
hood, and he heard the first scream. 

By the time he got down out of the 
hayloft and across the barnyard to the 
kitchen window, he didn't really have 
to look. Scott could tell what was hap- 
pening. He could tell from the screams. 
Nevertheless, because of the training he 
had received at The Hutch, Scott did 
look. He saw all three members of the 
Auxerre family strung up by their 
thumbs, and he saw the four Gestapo 
men who were working on them, and 
he saw that so far as Jeanine’s parents 
were concerned he was too late, because 
there was no longer anything anybody 
could do for them, and Scott saw that 
if anybody was going to do anything for 
Jeanine it would have to be done fast. 
He saw that clearly. 

The fact that he could, the fact that 
Scott was able to look at what was hap- 
pening in the Auxerre kitchen in spite 
of what was happening inside himsclf, 
was a tribute to the training he had 
received at The Hutch, But at the mo- 
ment Scott was not thinking of tributes. 
In spite of what his heart was doing, 
in spite of the sickening rage that kept 
mounting inside him like a roaring blaze 
in which he knew he must in a matter 
of seconds be engulfed, Scott was mak- 
ing a calculation. Swiftly, racing desper- 
ately to kecp his thoughts ahead of the 
consuming fury, he weighed the urgings 
of his heart against the inflexible clarity 
of his orders. 

He was no match for four Gestapo 
men. Scott knew that. But he knew also 
that he could do enough damage before 
he was overwhelmed to stop them from 
doing to Jeanine what they had already 
done to her parents, He would probably 
die while doing it, but Scott knew the 
effort would saye Jeanine’s life. He 
knew also, however, that in making 
the attempt he would be dooming the 
plan he had been trained at The Hutch 
to bring into Brittany. 








It was always at this agonizing mo- 
ment of indecision —when once again 
he held in his hands the life of Jeanine 
Auxerre and he stood at the farmhouse 
window, weighing her life against his 
sworn duty — that Scott woke up. He al- 
ways woke up the same way, soaked 
with perspiration, his cars ringing with 
Jeanine's tortured screams, his heart rac- 
ing wildly, the pain that had been tem- 
porarily lulled by Dr. Benatti's drugs 
beginning to stir again. 


This time, however, it was different. 
This time, when Scott woke up, some- 
thing new was happening. For several 
dazed moments, while the pain gained 
ground and he tried to thrust the past 
back where it belonged, he wondered 
what it was. Then he heard the bell 
again and Scott realized it was the tele- 
phone. He sat up on the bed and put 
the instrument to his ear. 

“Hello? Mr, Scott?” 

Vhe voice sounded vaguely familiar. 

“Yes,” Scott said. “Who is this?” 

“Henry Crager,” the voice said. “Tul- 
lio told me this morning down in Rome 
that — 

"Oh." Scott said. He made the two 
short, sharp movements with his head, 
one to the left and one to the right. 
“Hello, Mr. Crager,” he said. “Where 
are your” 

‘Right here in the hotel,” Crager 
said. “Our train got to Siena half an 
hour ago, and we're just having a bath 
and a change of clothes.” 

“We?” Scout said. 

“Why, yes, Mrs. Crager and I,” Crager 
id. “Didn't Tullio tell you my wife 
coming up from Rome with me?" 

“OL course,” Scott said. He pushed 
himself off the bed. It was always casier 
to handle the pain when he was on his 
feet. “I spent the afternoon tracking 
down those cameos,” he said. “I was 
sort of pooped when I got back to the 
hotel a little while ago, so 1 took a nap. 
I was still asleep when the phone rang.” 

Mr, Crager laughed. 

“Sorry to disturb you,” he said. “It's 
just that I'm anxious to sce the statu- 
ette and my wife is anxious to sce the 
cameos.” 

“I'm anxious to show them to you,” 
tt said. “Where and when can I do 
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“How about downstairs in the bar in 
about, oh, say half an hour?” 

“I'll be there,” Scott said. 

He was a few minutes early, but Mr. 
Grager was already waiting. 

“My wife will be down in a minute,” 
he said. “What you drink?” Scott 
told him, and the bartender moved away 
to fill the order, and Mr. Crager said, 
“May I see it now?" 

“OF course,” Scott said. 

He put the small bundle on the bar, 
and he undid the chamois wrapping, 
and he stood the small bronze beside 
Mr. Crager’s highball. 

“Boyl” Mr. Crager breathed, “Wait 
till they sce this in Cleveland!" 

Scott was aware of a small inner re- 
least of tension. He had never had any 
doubts about the sale, It was nice to 
know definitely, however, that his year 
in Switzerland was assured. 

“I hope your wife likes it as well as 
you do,” he said. 











“How can I possibly help it?” 

The words came from behind him, 
and Scott had to turn around toward 
them, but even in the moment of shock, 
before he could manage to make his 
body obey, before he actually saw her, 
Scott knew who she was and how he 
had recognized her. It was the tinkly 
laughter in her voice. 

“Sergeant Scott!” she said. 

She had recognized him, too, and for 
a long. long moment he didn't answer. 
He couldn't. He just stood there, staring 
into her lovely face, probing beneath 
the surface of her amazement for the 
answer to the question that, when he 
had last seen her on the night of his 
departure from The Hutch, Scott had 
not had the right to ask. His probing 
glance told him no more now than it 
had told him then. 

“Lieutenant Minton,” he said. 

She laughed, and Scott took her 
hand, and then there were several con- 
fused moments during which everybody 
scemed to be talking at once, She was 
explaining to her hushand about The 
Hutch, and Crager was explaining to 
Scott how he had met and married her 
in Cleveland soon after she gov out of 
the WAC when the war ended, and 
then, all at once, the explanations were 
finished, and it was as though the 12 
years had never happened. 

All at once, in this hotel bar in Siena, 
it was to Scott as though they were 
standing face to face in Helen Minton's 
office at The Hutch in the late after- 
noon of the day the orders had come 
up from London saying he was going in 
that night. Once again, as on that day 
a dozen years ago, Scott was afraid she 
could hear the sudden wild beating of 
his heart as he found himself trying 
desperately to read the expression in 
her eyes. 

Did she know how he felt? Was she 
still puzzled by his failure to tell her? 
Could it be that, because the presence 
of her husband forbade her asking the 
question with words, she was asking it 
now with her glance? Was she saying, 
without words, “I know how you felt 
12 years ago. Even though now it's too 
late, I want you to know I felt it, too. 
Why didn’t you tell me then that you 
loved ine? Couldn't you understand that, 
until you said it, 1 couldn't say it, 
either?” 

Or did he think that was what she 
was saying because even now, after a 
dozen years and with only another one 
left to live, it was still the only thing 
in the world he wanted to hear? 

"I've often wondered what happened 
to you,” Helen Grager said. “1 heard 
the drop was successful, of course, and 
every now and then, checking through 
intelligence reports for Colonel March, 
I'd run across something the under- 

(continued on page 68) 














murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 


EVERYBODY 
HATES 


DAVID 
STARBUCK 


fiction By STEVE ALLEN 


THE POLICE are not surprised when, in 
connection with a highly publicized 
murder that has gone unsolved, a num 
ber of people come forth to confess to 
the crime. 

It ts, on the other hand, unusual if 
not unknown for a man to confess to 
having committed a murder when be- 
yond the shadow of a doubt a suicide 
rather than a killing was involved. That 
is why nobody paid any attention to 
Walt Swanson when he said he had mur- 
dered David Starbuck, Starbuck killed 
himself in the bathroom of his palatial 
Palm Springs home on the night of 
September 14th, There were least 30 
people who knew that Swanson had 
spent that night at the bar of the Villa 
Loma, a spaghetti-and-rendezvous joint 
on the Sunset Strip. 

The door of Starbuck's toilet was 
locked from the inside. He had slashed 
his wrists, stretched out on the pink tile 
floor with a folded rug-mat under his 
head, and died almost peacefully. As one 
wag said when Swanson first confessed 
that he had cut Starbuck's wrists, al- 
though it was clearly e: ed that he 
had been in Beverly Hills on the night 
in question, fust have had a mighty 
long razor.” 

The police spent a little time checking 
Swanson’s story, marked him as a psycho, 
and told him to get’ lost, I guess I'm 
the only one who knows that he was 


























with most miraculous organ 
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telling the truth after all, because I 
listened to the whole story. 

To say that Starbuck was not widely 
admired is to win the understatement 
championship of any year. The movie 
business is never short of phonies but 
Dave was the champ. He came out here 
in the late Thirties with a reputation 
as a hotshot salesman and there was 
always the vague idea that he had had 
to come West, that something he had 
been involved in in the East had not 
been strictly kosher. The idea was 
founded on bedrock. Dave had gotten 
into the habit of selling things he didn’t 
own. In Hollywood he soon found that 
this trick could be valuable. First he 
palmed himself off as a writer, sold a 
book he hadn't written, stole half the 
profits from the poor bum who did 
write it, wangled a share of the produc- 
tion arrangement and found himself 
with a smash on his hands, From there 
on in there was no stopping him. 

By 1945 he was second in command 
at World-American, living in Bel Air 
with his fourth wife, and climbing fast 
by reason of his shrewd and ruthless 
ability to manipulate men with big 
talent and small guts. 

But I am getting ahead of myself, as 
they say. Let’s go back a wife or two. 
We never knew just who Dave was 
married to back East. She never made 
the trip. He stole his second woman 
from Walt Swanson. Nobody but the 
old-timers remember much about Walt 
now, but in his time he was the greatest 
cameraman of them all. Some of the old 
stars wouldn't make a picture without 
him. Eventually he started directing and 
he would have made a fine director ex 
cept that he began belting the bottle 
Charming as he was sober, he was a 
mean drunk. They put up with his bats 
for a couple of years but eventually the 
word got around that hiring him for a 
picture meant added costs in lost shoot 
ing time. He never had a prayer after 














that. Well, no, he did have one chance. 
Dave Starbuck hired him for a picture 
and made a rather peculiar deal with 


hitn. 





It," Dave said, “here's the arrange- 
ment. Nobody else in town will hire you 
because you're a stewbum, right? Here's 
my offer. I'll give you your regular price 
for this picture and you get it the day 
we're through shooting. in one lump. 
Unless you start drinking. The first day 
you're drunk on the set the money drops 
to 50 percent. If you pull it a second 
time you get 25 percent. Take it or 
leave it.” 

Walt took it. You have to eat. 

The third week of shooting Starbuck 
hired an outof-work writer to take Walt 
to lunch and get him loaded. Then he 
came around to the set after lunch, 
walked up to Swanson, smiled broadly, 
(continued on page 81) 











man at his leisure 


THE PUMP ROOM, AMBASSADOR EAST, CHICAGO, opened its classic 
Queen Anne doors just two decades ago: in the intervening years. while 
-orlessclegint dining and drinking spots have come and gone, 
solidly entrenched itsell in the hearts of bon vivants = and beautiful 
women — the world over. For the urban man of teisure, the Pump. has be- 
come the scene in the Midwest. Here one finds a combination of relaxed 
smartness and that indefinable air of excitement that hovers over those 
places which — through a skilled admixture of decor, menu and service — 
attract and keep a glimorouy clientele 

As you enter, you will be greeted by Phil Boddy, the Pump Room's man 
ager and maitre de, a suave chap who bows to no man, but who has a courte: 
ous inclination of the head and a smile for all patrons. To the right is Table 
1, a banquette-hooth which is Chicago's cetebrity corner, a gathering place. 
where a visiting star of stage, sarcen or TV (like they say) — or a visiting 
nobleman or political figure — may well start to Lunch or dine alone, only w 
he joined by other Linous folk from every corner of the world. 

Assuming you don't rate Table 1. or prefer to dine incognito, you have 
your choice of other banquettes. Three of the room's tamshucently blue 
black walls are lined with these deeply upholstered, luxuriant white teaches 
couches. (Along the fourth wall is a dance floor: there's also a bar where 
glamor guys and girls convene at all hours.) The rest of the decorations ~ 
sconces, crystal chandeliers, table lamps sec in bowls of fresh flowers, fine 
napery and whatall are equally chic. As are, too, the waiters in hunting 
pinks. the collee boys in blackamoor getups of ricntal splendor (complete 
with plumed turbans), and Jimmy, the pintsize sommelier who knows his 
patrons as well as he does his wines = which is very well indeed 

All this pomp and poshness is matched by the food (superb continental, 
trom a huge, varied menu) and the manner of its service; if you Gur't get 
what you want on a flaming sword, chances are it will come to your Gible 
on wheels, since the Pump features separate wayons for hors docuvres. roast 
beef, cheeses, pastries, desserts and salads. On other wagons the lormatly 
tired captiins prepare food before the diners’ eyes, with much flourishing. 
dt flaming. (Vry the super ehicken hash done that way.) 

All of which might seem corny as Disney and fancy as Versailles — and a 
little hard to take seriously. Actually. no one involved tikes it totally sustight: 
the lite Ernie Byficld set the Pump’s tone of sober delight in. play acting 
nd the fun of a masquerade ball when he mous Haming swords, 
“The customers like it and it doesnt hurt the food — much.’ The same 
merry attitude prompted one regubtr patron to comment that che menu, 
which is printed in Old English script, contains everything from “loup to 
deffert.” It was Byheld who started the Pump Room, naming it after the 
ous 18th Century English watering place in Bath where, for the first 























































































lime, aristocracy and the arts rubbed elbows socially. It proved to be 
happy and apposite choice of name, 
On the facing page. LeRoy Neiman captures the feel (and part of dhe 


menu) of the Pump Room, this being the first place (lor a Pm aynoy series 
on the urban man’s world) where Neiman. “at his leisure.” dined, drank 
and sketched on the bill of fare 
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Hollywood Bowl 2.25 % . galt 
Tomatoe Stuffed with Chick egal . 
Imported White Coloffal Afparagus VINEE 
Lobfter Salad 5.25 & 
Ruffian Drefling 1.25 Roquefort: 
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what makes people tick 


IN A FIELD where the current lack of 
demand has made directors of live TV 
drama as scarce as the whooping crane, 
John Frankenheimer is a very rare bird 
indeed. Even as the plague of quizzers 
and run-of-the-million filmed oaters has 
forced other directors to go thataway, 
Frankenheimer, whose memorable Play- 
house 90 efforts haye included The Trou- 
blemakers and my-copping The Co- 
median, has turned down a batch of TV 
plums this season to take his first crack 
at Broadway (he directs Faraway the 
Train-Birds Cry, which opens in New 
York this month). But although he's 
playing the field, 28ish, leading-man- 
handsome Frankenheimer has no inten- 
tion of forsaking his old love; he has 
four big 90 dates this season. He can’t 
ist the challenge of live television: 
a one-shotter, Right or wrong, it's 
for keeps and no one’s around tomorrow 
for script or cast revisions.” He also ex- 
pects his less-active fellow directors to be 
coming out of the hills soon. “The 
canned Westerns and quiz show monsters 
will destroy themselves," John predicted 
even before the big quiz scandals. “I don’t 
believe the public has a 12-year-old 
mind.” Proof? The great audience ac 
ceptance of his recent Rod Serling- 
scripted “racial” drama, A Town Has 
Turned to Dust (dealing with the lynch- 
ing of a Mexican boy). “I fought the 
sponsors for 10 months to put that one 
on,” he recalls. Frankenheimer explodes 
the barnacled myth of the young tele 
vision director as a blob of insecurity who 
burns himself out at 31. “This is like any 
other business," he explains. “You've 
got to know how to pace yourself and 
understand yourself, I still have a lot to 
learn but 1 haye worlds of confidence in 
my ability and I hope to direct all my 
life.” One of the medium’s highest-paid 
directors today, his first “IV job was as a 
parking lot attendant for NBC just five 
years ago. While he's proud of being per- 
sonally nominated for four Emmies and 
of winning the Radio-TV Daily Critics 
Award in 1956, he also self-deprecatingly 




















acknowledges his bombs: “The Death of 
Manolete and Eloise should have never 
happened.” Frankenheimer is regarded 
as being an unregenerate task-master (“If 
you don’t drive them, you get last minute 
panic’) who has a knack for cracking a 
whip and getting his cast to love it (“I'd 
work for that man for nothing,” pledges 
actress Dana Wynter). Producer Martin 








Manulis, 2 longtime associate, says of 
him, “He digs deeper than many direc- 
tors with twice his years and experience. 
He's always looking for motivation, sym- 
pathy, excitement. What makes people 
ti The consensus along TV row is 
that NBC's former parking lot attendant 

ark his own car on Kazan’s street 














look back and shudder 


AMERICAN PRESTIGE, which has been 
taking a general world-wide clobbering 
lately, received a drar lift one day 
last June when a streaking Ferrari out 
zoomed the field and captured auto-rac- 
mg’s European classic at Le Mans, France. 
Behind the goggles in the winning car 
Phil Hill, a wiry, 31-year-old Galifor- 
nian who became the first Americano 
ever to triumph in the annual 24-hour 
plasma-chiller. For Hill, Le Mans was the 

























heady culmination of a torrid streak that 
carried him to unprecedented victory in 
the other Big Three international sports 


Sunky firebird & squatty roo 


“MAN,” commented one of André Prev- 
in's cool friends recently, “André is the 
only cat in the world who has a personal- 
ity that’s split three ways, not two. He's 
sort of a schiz-and-a-half, musically.” 
Jazz pianist and arranger (with a batch 
of LPs and jazz concerts under his belt), 
classical conductor and. soloist (Boston, 
Los Angeles, San Francisco Symphonies), 
conductor and/or composer for two doz- 
en films (including Gigi, Kiss Me Kate 
and It's Always Fair Weather), Previn is, 
lly, one of the most protean per- 
sonalities around. In spite of his cherubic 
face and a general teenage appearance, 
which belie his 29 years, Previn is 2 15- 
year vet at MGM (he could retire on a 
comfortable studio pension at a dodder- 
ing 33, if he liked). He also wins the man- 
sized awards (Berlin Festival and Screen 
Composers Association Awards for the 
ballet film Invitation to the Dance) and 
gets the man-sized jobs: Sam Goldwyn 
recently borrowed him from Metro to 
musical-direct the important upcoming 
opus, Porgy and Bess. (“It will probably 























car events in a row (Caracas, Buenos 
Aires and Sebring). An intense, restless 
cockpiunan. Hill has an uncanny ability 
for getting maximum performance out 
of his car without taxing tires or brakes, 
and for knowing how to straddle the 
thin, dangerous line between Taking 
chances and Recklessness. Considering 
his death-taunting antics in his dare- 
devil-may-care youth ("I drove like a 
madman in those days. 1 look back 
at them and shudder"), he has probably 
matured more as a driver during the past 
cight years than any other racer. Destiny 
had Hill wired for the gas trail from the 
beginning (“In grade school I used to 

















have more music in it than any other 
Hollywood fin ever made.”) But lest 
anyone fear that Porgy is forcing him to 
neglect his other two lives. Previn is cur- 
rently on a North American tour, play- 
ing and lecturing on both classical music 


duck out of baseball games and browse 
through auto dumps”). At 13 he was 
screeching around Santa Monica canyon 
in an ancient Model T and was referred 
to affectionately by the local citizenry as 
“chat crazy Hill ki After a brief, un- 
happy fling with midget cars, he tasted 
speed in a modified MG-TC in Los 
Angeles’ Carrell Speedway in 1949 (win- 
ning the heat race. wophy dash and main 
event) and he was never the same 3 
He quit college (UCLA) and hit the rac- 
ing Circuit in earnest, scoring his first big 
win at Pebble Beach in 1950 (“It was in a 
brakeless, clutchless Jag, that almost had 
a headless driver”). In 1954 he picked up 
second place money in Mexico and Se- 
bring (“and a case of ulcers in Calilor- 
). In 1956 he won the Swedish Grand 
Prix and Messina competitions. ‘Then in 
‘87 und ‘58, the previously mentioned 
Big Four triumphs and the Governor's 
Cup at Nassau. Conceded to be Amer- 
ica’s top driver and a threat now for 
leading spot on the international driving 
roster, Hill is a Ferrari team member, 
ng a long and almost unbroken asso- 
ciation with Ferraris since 1952, Unusu- 
ally outspoken, the trimly handsome 
bachelor makes as many enemies with his 
frank opinions of people and life as he 
makes friends with his charm, The only 
times he can relax are when he's going 
150 miles an hour in his car or sitting 
still to classical musi¢ from his wall-to- 
wall hi-fi. But there'll be no relaxation at 
all in the racing ranks now that Phil 
Hill has hit his stride. 































































and jazz. Despite constant switching 
of inusical suits. Previn never finds him- 
self playing Mozart in the middle of a 
chorus of Squatty Roo. couldn't,” he 
says. “If you bring the classical pattern 
to jazz, you wind up in an entirely differ- 
ent rhythm and the result is that you 
stop swinging.” But he often finds him- 
self inadvertently using jazz jargon at the 
most inappropriate times. “I was con- 
ducting the Firebird once and reached a 
point in the Infernal Dance that de- 
mands a really eyil sound. ‘Play it 
funky,’ I said without thinking, and al- 
most put the Los Angeles Symphony out 
of business.” If it weren’t for the peren- 
nial bugaboo, Making A ig, Previn 
would probably give up his film career 
and concentrate solely on conducting 
and composing. Jazz or classical? “Both,” 
he insists. “Outside of technical and in- 
terpretative differences, there isn't much 
of a boundary between them, To me, 
there are only two kinds of music, good 
and bad. And there is so much bad music 
around these days, good music can use 
all the help it can get.” Considering the 
brilliance pouring out of Previn, it's 
getting plenty. 
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Above: no models these, but full-size outomotive delights for rocing- ond vintage-cor fans. 
Left: the new Elva Courier, English import with fibergloss body and on MG engine, lightweight 
for either production racing or touring; $2850. Right: cuthentic 1903 Surrey now being re- 
manufoctured, has two forword speeds, gets 65 miles to the gollon, with top speed of 35 mph; 
$1095. From | to r: mople bow with flbergloss front ond bock, torget or hunting weight; 
$24.50. Steel-tipped hunting orrows; $12.50 0 dozen. Leother quiver with extension cuff; $21. 
Duck-cloth golf bog with leother trim ond speciol sleeve for shoes ond sweoter; $45. Tourno- 
ment Abercrombie and Fitch golf clubs; woods $13.50 eoch; irons $10.50. Roccoon coot; $395. 
Hedlond woter skis of genuine ash in bonono shope; $36.50. Vocoline two-woy rodio re- 
ceiver ond tronsmitter with 10-mile ronge; $149.50. Below: on pool toble, Bushnell Duol 
Spocemoster provides up to 40 telescopic power with binoculor comfort; $435. New 
bumper pool gome with toble, cues ond bolls; $189.50. Bell & Howell Bmm electric-eye movie 
comero with telephoto ond wide-ongle ouxiliory lenses; $159.95. High velocity 25-mognum 
rifle with wolnut stock, joeger trigger; $265. Tod tennis racket with fine gut siringing; $33. 
Chrome-plated yachting monitor compass, illuminoted; $20. Ski porko, nylon-lined, 
with fobric designed by Frank Loyd Wright; $45. Heothkit direction finder, two 
bonds, tronsistor circuit, runs on floshlight botteries; $69.95. Diving lung with double- 
diophrogm regulotor, holds I-hour oir supply; $139.50. Skindiving mosk with purger 
snout; $12.95. Lightweight underwoter flosh camero in plostic housing; $39.95. Audio 
Hoiler portable yochting megophone hos trigger grip, is bottery powered; $59.95. 














YULETIDE 
FOR THE 
PLAYBOY 
SPORTSMAN 


gifts 


: ~ 
Ss SENSE 





65 


PLAYBOY 


66 





“Or would you prefer it in the new holiday gift decanter?” 





Above, clockwise from six: gold-finished apothecary jar, lemon verbena soap; $5.75. Gold- 
tipped fireplace matches; $1.75. Wool ploid toga; $13.50. Coeur-Joie perfume by Nina 
Ricci, 234 ozs.; $65. Plaid tote bag; $18.50. Traveler's umbrella; $10.95. Emerson clock- 
radio; $88. Orange-dyed rabbit greatcoat, double-breasted; $350. Wurlitzer 64-key 
electronic piano; $395. Oronge faille glass case; $9.50. Cut crystal perfume bottle; $12.50. 
Five-strand mock pearl rope; $8. Thailand sari-silk stole; $12.95. Wiltshire imported 
leather and perlon luggage; $29.50. Handmade burnished leather handbag; $45. 
Capezio plaid and patent leather baots; $16. Below, | to r: “Ripe Plum" tinted 
60-gauge hose; $1.95. Gold-finished 8-day boudoir alarm; $49.50, Weiss soprano 
recorder; $6.75. Gold-finished tassel earrings; $10. Petite chose of pearlized blassoms 
and fruit; $10.50. Suede and kidskin gloves; $10.95. Uhlemann anodized gald 
sunglasses with pearls and rhinestones; $75. Hoffman trans-solar radio, runs on solar 
energy or battery; $75. Lady Shaeffer pen; $10. Sterling chignon pin; $8. French beaded 
hand mirrar; $5. Cigarette case; $9. Zippo 14k gold Toledo lighter; $49.50. Crystal ropes; 
$12 each. Crystal and gilt jewel case; $65. Mint green shortie nightgown, panties; $17.95. 
Tri-colared cigarette case; $6.95, key case; $5.95. On Buddha: 18k charm bracelet, 
$100, gold and pearl Sputnik charm; $65, gald and garnet teardrop charm; $57.50. 
Twin pear-shaped diamonds set in ring, 12 car.; $15,000. 18k gold and dicmond brooch, 
$95. 14k gold, pearl and diamond earrings; $340. 18k gold and diamand watch; $880. 


gifts 
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ait Knight LY Dying {continued from page 58) 


ground had done in the Marlaix sector 
of Brittany, so I knew you were still 
alive and working in the area. But then 
1 got transferred to the Pacific and 1 
sort of lost touch. Until a year or two 
after I got married. One day in Cleve- 
land I saw in the paper that the French 
government wanted to award some sort 
of medal to an American sergeant named 
Scott for work he'd done with the 
underground during the war, but they 
couldn’t locate him, and I immediately 
thought of you.” She paused, and she 
looked at him curiously. “Was it you?” 

“Yes,” Scott said. “I've ben living in 
Ttaly since the end of the war.” 

“Doing what?” 

“Oh,” Scott said with a shrug, and he 
touched the bronze statuette on the bar, 
“one thing and another.” 

“But I thought it was France you 
loved?" she said. “That's where you 
lived and studied and painted before 
the war.” 

Scott shrugged again. 

“After the war Italy suited me better,” 
he said. 

She didn't answer. For several mo- 
ments they stared at each other in 
silence. 

“The medal,” she said finally. “Why 
didn’t you go back to accept it?” 

“1 didn’t think I deseryed any med- 
als," Scott said, 2 
see," she said, but of course she 
didn’t. Nobody could see. Not even 
Scott. That was the whole point. It had 
been the point for a dozen years, ever 
since that terrible morning in Brittany 
when he had stood outside the Auxerre 
farmhouse, peering into the kitchen. It 
would continue to be the point as long 
as he walked the earth, and drew breath, 
and had a brain capable of summoning 
up the past and forcing him to live it 
again and again and again. Helen 
Crager cleared her throat, “The last 
time we saw each other, 12 years ago, 
just before you went off on your mis- 
sion, 1 asked you to do something for 
me,” she said. “Do you remember?” 

Scott put his hand into his pocket 
and he pulled out the package of cameos 
he had selected that afternoon from the 
crowded trays in Enzo’s shop for the 
wife of what Tullio on the phone from 
Rome had called a rich American sucker. 
Scott undid the tissue-paper wrapping, 
and he placed the three cameos on the 
bar, beside the statuette. 

“You asked me to bring something 
back for you,” he said. “Take your 
pick.” 

She gave him a funny glance, but it 
wasn’t nearly so funny as the glance her 
husband gave him. 

“Say!” Mr. Grager said in puzled 
voice. “What's this all about?” 

“My small contribution to the war ef- 




















fort,” his wife said. “These men we were 
always sending off from The Hutch, 
dropping them all over Europe by 
parachute, Poles and Frenchmen and 
Belgians and Danes and Norwegians, 
Colonel March used to say they were 
like the knights who went off on the 
Crusades, and like those knights, there 
was no telling if they'd make it or not. 
So 1 worked out this system of my own 
to help them make it. Whenever a man 
went off on his mission, I'd take him 
aside and ask him, as a personal favor, 
to bring me back a cameo. I've always 
been crazy about cameos, and I've col- 
lected them all my life, and I found 
during the war, when I was stationed 
at The Hutch, that if I believed a man 
was going to bring one back to me, why, 
I could believe he wouldn't be killed 
and his mission would be successful.” 
She paused, and she looked a little 
embarrassed, and then she shook her 
head with a touch of defiance. “I sup- 
pose it sounds silly now,” Helen Crager 
said. “But it wasn't silly at that time,” 
she said. “It was my own private way 
of knocking on wood for all those brave 
men.” 

Scott was glad, as the full meaning of 
her words sank in, that her husband so 
obviously wanted to say something. Scott 
couldn't say anything himself. Not for a 
while, anyway. He just stood there, 
watching Mr. Crager stare at the cameos 
on the bar, then at his wife, and finally 
back at the cameos. 

“But that was 12 years ago,” Mr. 
Crager said. “These things." He touched 
the cameos. “I thought you rounded 
them up this afternoon, Mr. Scott, be- 
cause your partner called you from 
Rome and told you a couple of custom- 
ers were coming up to Siena to look at 
them?” 

Scott drew a deep breath. 

“That's right,” he said. “I did.” 

The answer didn’t seem to help Mr. 
Crager. 

“Maybe I'm not very bright,” he said. 
“But I don’t see the connection between 
the promise you made to my wife 12 
years ago, and these cameos you rounded 
up here in Siena today for a customer 
you thought you'd never met.” 

“There is no connection,” Scott said. 
It was an accident that had brought 
him and Helen Minton together a dozen 
years ago. It was an accident that had 
brought him and Helen Crager together 
today. It was not her fault that, as a 
result of the first accident, since that 
terrible morning in Brittany his life had 
been a walking death. Sco said to 
Helen’s husband, “I made a pronsise 12 
years ago. It never occurred to me that 
I would ever have the chance to keep it. 
Now that the chance has been dropped 
in my lap, I'm sure you won't take it 








away from me.” Scott turned to Helen. 
“Won't you choose one of these three 
cameos?” he said. “As a present from 
me?” 

Again she gave him that funny little 
look. But now Scott had no illusions 
about what it meant. 

“I know enough about cameos to 
know that all three of these are ex- 
tremely valuable,” Helen Crager said. 
“I've done nothing to deserve such a 
present.” 

She had done more than Dr. Benatti 
and his medicines had been able to do 
in a dozen years. She had answered the 
question Scott had not dared ask her at 
The Hutch. 

"I wish you would take it,” Scott said, 
and he wrned to Crager. “I hope you 
don’t mind?” 

Crager scowled for a moment or two 
as he chewed his lower lip. Finally, he 
shrugged. 

“No, of course not,” he said. “If you 
know what you're doing.” 

“Thanks,” Scott said, For the first 
time in J2 years he knew exacdly what 
he was doing. He turned back to Helen. 
“Won't you take one?" he said, “Please?” 

“Only if you assure me that you can 
afford it,” she said. 

He could afford anything now. Paying 
for the cameo would take every penny 
he would get from Tullio for his half 
of the profits on the statuette deal, and 
that in turn meant he could not have 
his year in Switzerland. But what he had 
just learned from Helen was worth more 
to Scott than all the inoney he had made 
on all the deals he and Tullio had been 
involved in since the end of the war. 

“I assure you I can afford it,” he said. 

Very quickly, without bothering to 
compare or choose, Helen picked up a 
camco from the bar. It was the one 
nearest her. 

“Thank you very much,” she said. 

Scott didn’t answer. The pain, which 
had been creeping up unnoticed, had 
slipped past the guards. He turned to 
the bar, took the two remaining cameos, 
and rewrapped them in the tissue paper. 
He did it slowly. He always needed a 
few moments, when the pain overpow- 
cred him, to get back on top of it before 
he could talk. 

“Well, now that we've settled that, 
Mr. Crager said, “let's all have another 
drink.” 

“Thanks, not for me,” Scott said. “I 
must catch a train.” 

“You mean you're not going to have 
dinner with us?” 

Mr. Grager couldn't seem to believe it. 

“I'm afraid I can't," Scott said. 
must get back to Rome. 

Now that he couldn't go to Switzer- 
land, he wanted to find out from Dr. 
Benatti how much time he had left. 

“But that’s not fair! Helen Crager 

(concluded on page 92) 































as sharja goes, so go dubat, ajman, ras al khaima, 
abu dhabt, umm al qaiwan and fujaira 


THE SEVEN SHEIKS OF ARABY 


SEVERAL YEARS BACK, before the upheavals in the Middle East, the Sheik of 
Sharja and I sat together at his palace and had some coffee in the afternoon. 
His palace is white; it smoldered m the Arabian sun, and the red-and-white flag 
of Sharja hung like a damp handkerchief on the flagpole over it —Sharja 
being a tiny country on the Persian Gulf that we don't often hear of. Outside, 
in the palace’s shadow, a thousand men and women celebrated the end of 
Ramadan, the month of the Mohammedan calendar when nothing can be eaten 
from dawn to sunset; now, it was the first of Shawwal, and things aplenty were 
being eaten by the people in the palace’s shadow, and their voices drifted into 
the arabesque room where the Sheik and I were sitting. Dark men from Persia 
and Pakistan sang in a high, unearthly wail, and swayed giddily from side to 
side, as a priestess at Delphi might have, and others of them beat a tom-tom 
with loose, boneless hands. They, and the Arabs who were watching, wore the 
robes of the desert, white headgear, and a black agal—a coil of braid that 
formerly was a camel fetter — to hold the headgear down. The children, in the 
same robes, were frolicking in the tree (in Sharja, there is only a single tree of 
any dimensions) or on half a dozen swings, beneath it, and their mothers sat 
like hawks on the sands nearby. The mothers of Sharja (continued on page 86) 
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“See here, Mr. Dabner —I'm your sec 


WE’RE RUNNING 


A LITTLE LATE 


a story that asks the question: 


can a glamorous movie star 
find happiness 
in the arms 


of a lowly photographer? 


REAKFAST HAD BEEN ORDERED to be 

served promptly at noon and ail 
orders which come out of The Rainbow 
Suite receive special attention. Whoever 
occupies it is important. 

Antonio, the breakfast waiter, stood 
before its main doors. He checked the 
table; checked his busboy, Benny; 
checked himself; then pressed the door 
buzzer, firmly. As his finger came away 
he shivered slightly and his face became 
damp, because there, hanging on the 
door knob, was a sign reading po Not 
pisturB, in print, and 1 MEAN rel in lip- 
stick. Antonio turned to Benny, aghast, 
and began to tiptoe backward, beckon- 
ing Benny to do likewise. The door was 
fiung open, A statuesque blonde stoad 
there, her hair tousled, herself beautiful 
beyond compare even without make-up, 
and wearing a chiffon finger-tip-length 
nightgown with the morning sunlight 
streaming through behind it. Antonio 
and Benny, who had never before seen 
this creature in person, stood rooted. 
Antonio tried to say ‘Good morning,” 
but nothing came out. Benny nodded 








fiction By GARSON KANIN 







‘once or twice, stupiclly, 

She spoke. A single word. The word 
was “Whatthehellsthematterwithyouyou- 
stupidgoddamjerkcantyoureadthegod- 
damsign?” She vanished in a door slam 
that knocked the vase full of princess 
roses into the imported Bar-le-Duc. 
fovie stars,” muttered Antonio. “I 
like to sce every movie star dead in the 
grave.” 

“Her?” said Benny, incredulously. 

They began backing up again but 
stopped and turned as a booming voice 
exploded behind them, 

Sood morning!” it said, emphasizing 
the first word. 

Antonio and Benny joined in a single 
horrified “SSSHHHI!" 

The voice was surrounded by a gray- 
flecked crew cut, a sun-tanned face, a 
tight tab collar, a slim-slim tie, an 
Stalian suit and English shoes. 

“Relax,” it said. Its owner located a 
key to The Rainbow Suite on his chain, 
unlocked the door, and beckoned the 
breakfast bearers in. 

“You sure all this is all right?” asked 











MUELLER 


Antonio. 

“I'm Tink Tremaine,” said Tink Tre- 
maine, with casual importance, and 
started for the bedroom. 

“Oh,” said Antonio, impressed. He 
had never heard the name before. 

The table was wheeled out onto the 
terrace and swiftly arranged. 

In the roomy bedroom of The Rain- 
bow Suite, Tink stood beside the bed, 
talking to a lump under the cove: 

“But it’s 12 o'clock, sugar. After. 

“Be gn doo an kr bil” said the lump. 

“We've got a fat pad today. Split- 
second timing or we're cooked. Come 
on, chainp, on your feet.” 

“Dr ol gzv.” 

“Watch your language!” he said, 
sharply. “Somebody might be out there.” 

“Ein” 

“— maybe the first appointment a litte 
early. A million-and-a-half-buck cigarette 
campaign tie-up if we play our cards 
right.” 

In a swift and graceful metamor- 
phosis, the lump became « hunched-up 

(continued on page 74) 
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Ribald Classic 


THE MAYOR'S 
MAGNIFICENT 
FEAST 


A new translation from 
the Contes et Nouvelles 


of La Fontaine 


72 


anne, the loveliest and most virtuous 
maiden of her province, went walking 
one afternoon along the bank of a 
stream. When she had come quite far 
from her village, she suddenly spied a 
youth she knew, Guillot, bathing in the 
water. What she saw pleased her, for 
Guillot was a well-made young man with 
neither fault nor lack; and she concealed 
herself behind some shrubs and let her 
gaze wander where it would, from one 
attraction to another. 

He saw her. 

Well aware of the admiration his 
robust manhood called forth. he came 
out of the water, stood boldly before her 
and inquired whether she had been long 
watching. Her blushes revealed the truth. 
Guillot then counted his conquest al- 
reacly made; but Anne wished to ret 
her virtue. Yet she was reluctant to dis- 
courage him overmuch, for her appreci- 
ation of his masculine beauty was over- 
powering. Therefore, when he suggested 
that she owed him at least that degree of 
observation she had enjoyed, she allowed 
herself to be convinced. 

Anne, like Guillot, could not be te- 
proached for fault or lack. When she had 
complied with his request and displayed 
her loveliness to his sight, he burned to 
add touch to vision. He advanced upon 
her. But she retreated yet faster than he 
approached, snatching up her garinents 
she withdrew, goaded to haste by re- 
awakened conscience. Thus she exaped 











him, for when he turned back to the 
Stream to seek his clothes so that he 
might more decorously pursue her, she 
attired herself speedily and fled toward 
the village. 

She had gone only a little way when 
she heard a hail. She turned, half hoping, 
half fearing, that it might be Guillot. 
But instead of his stalwart figure she be- 
held the panting, pudgy Mayor of the 
town. This elderly, pious personage 
greeted her pleasantly, and they walked 
on together. 

Before they had reached the village, 
the Mayor halted and told her sternly 
that he had witnessed the encounter by 
the stream. 

Now, the Mayor was a highly respected 
man, and considered very good. Anne 
was therefore abashed at his having ob- 
served her actions h Guillot, but she 
also felt pride at having not strayed from 
the paths of virtue. For, she reasoned, 
since her temptation had been so great, 
was not her virtue in having resisted it 
that much greater also? Therefore, since 
the Mayor had seen that she had allowed 
Guillot to look as she had looked but 
had not allowed him to touch, Anne 
awaited the old man’s praise. 

Praise was not forthcoming. The 
Mayor too had been inflamed by Anne's 
loveliness, and his jealousy aroused by 
Guillot; and he determined to spoil her 
memory of the bricf moments by the 
stream. Therefore he stormed at her. re- 











minding her that she had let the youth 
see this—and this nd this —and each 
time his pointing hand touched the spot 
it indicated, and lingered there. 

Anne protested, again and again, that 
she was guiltless, that she and Guillot 
had not touched. Nevertheless, the 
Mayor responded, she had sinned, and 
sinned deeply —as deeply as if she had 
yielded. For, he told her, in the cyes of 
men itnd of the saints, “It is as much to 
have seen and desired as to have 
touched. 

On being thus reprimanded by such 
an authority, Anne sorrowed that she 
and Guillot had not enjoyed their sin to 
the utmost. Lost in this thought, she 
freed herself from the Mayor and ran 
down the road home. That night she 
sought out Guillot. And together they 
repeated, with additions and much addi- 
tional pleasure, the sin which they had 
committed by the stream. 

Guillot, however, was a soldier. After 
some wecks of these joys, he was called 
to battle. In his absence, Anne's parents 
affianced her to a wealthy merchant, 
whom in time she married. 

Meanwhile, the Mayor had not for- 
gotten his clesire for her. 

Not long after the marriage, he called 
upon Anne. He inquired after her hus- 
band’s health, then queried whether the 
merchant were as strong and healthy as 
Guillot. Seeing the red rise in her checks, 
the Mayor pressed his advantage and 
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asked if she had told her husband about 
the scene that he had observed. 

Anne answered that her husband 
knew nothing of Guillot, and that she 
hoped to forget him and hoped that the 
Mayor might forget him as well. 

He assured her that he would try, but 
that he feared he could do so only with 
her help. She must walk with him beside 
the stream, so that their moments there 
together might eflace his recollection of 
her moments there with Guillot. Anne 
reminded him that she and Guillot had 
merely looked at one another on the 
bank; surely that could not be such a 
difficult memory to erase? But the Mayor 
reminded her that “It is as much to have 
seen and desired as to have touched.” 
Anne pleaded that she could not easily 
neglect her household duties; and the 
Mayor offered to explain the matter to 
her husband. Thereafter Anne pleaded 
no more, but agreed. 

One day, weeks later, word came to 
the Mayor that on the morrow 2 group 
of important personages from the Court 
would pass through the village. He re- 
solved to lay a fine table for them, but 
since his larder was not well stocked, he 
went to inquire of Anne whether she 
could contribute to the feast. She showed 
him a magnificent boar which her hus- 
band had that morning killed, and 
offered to prepare it for him. When he 
had eagerly assented, she had servants 
carry the animal to his house. 








LEON BELLIN 


The next evening, at table, the Mayor 
passed around the choicest wines and 
appetizers to his guests. He advised them 
to partake of these sparingly, however, 
lest. their app for the regal main 
course be small. His guests had seen the 
carcass of the boar, and they heeded his 
words. When the table had been cleared, 
all awaited the serving of the boar. 

Some time elapsed, and the company 
grew impatient. At length the Mayor be- 
came more than impatient; embarrassed, 
he grew angry. He ran to his kitchen to 
ask Anne the reason for the delay; and 
she was not there. 

“Perhaps,” he told himself, “she has 
taken the boar back to her own kitchen 
to prepare, since hers is so much finer 
than mine.” Accordingly, he hastened to 
her home. But when he entered there, 
he saw that she too had had guests. For 
he found her, not preparing the boar, 
but supervising the disposal of its bones. 
All else had been eaten. He could hardly 
believe his eyes. In despair and fury, he 
turned his wrath upon Anne. She hark- 
ened to his words without speaking until, 
exhausted, he ceased his tirade and 
awaited her explanations. She offered 
only one: 

“Why are you so enraged, sir? Surely 
it is as much to have scen and desired 
as to have eaten.” 

—Translated by S. B. Abelson 
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ALLITTEESEATE 


bundle of beauty. 


'm sleepy!” she wailed. 
You can sleep next week.” 

“Next week I'll be dead!" she said 
with passionate conviction, becoming a 
lump again. 

He grasped one corner of the bed 
covering and, using both hands, pulled 
it to the Hoor. The exposed lump quiv- 
ered, rolled off of the bed, and marched 
toward the bathroom with what re- 
mained of dignity. 

“Your slip is showing,” he said. 

She turned at the bathroom door and 
stuck out a singularly long tongue. 

Ten minutes later, on the terrace, she 
was saying, "Oh, do have a cup. It’s a 
special brew they do for me in Lahore.” 

“How long were you there?” asked her 
bearded caller. 

“Eleven weeks,” she replied. “We were 
four over schedule.” 

“Weather foul-up,” explained Tink. 
“Nothing to do with the nova here. 
It was just the rainy season, Leave it 
to our glandular location department to 
mismate time and place,” 

“LT was right on the ball all the time,” 
she said, getting the idea. “Wasn't I?” 

“Right on,” nodded Tink. “We're 
working on an angle now to get you the 
Nobel Prize for Being On Ball, in fact.” 

She did not laugh until after the men 
did, 

“What's nova?” she 











asked. “By the 


New Star,” Tink, 
turning his back on her. 

“Oh.” 
eriously, though,” he continued, 
his kid's a trouper. No one like her 
since Lombard in that department. This 
India thing? Within two, three weeks 
she was going around wearing nothing 
but these shahries.”” 

“Sorry,” she corrected. 

“What?” 

“Sorry. That's how you say it if you 
want to say sari. You say sorry.” 

“What I said.” 

“No.” 

“I said you ran around wearing sorries 
all the time.” 

She looked at the visitor. “At the 
studio we've got a saying: ‘Never argue 
with PR'” 

“Say!” shouted the bearded man, sud- 
denly on his feet. “I've got one hell of a 
flash!" 

“Like wha asked Tink, innocendy. 

“A layout. Her in one of those things. 
Maybe a green one. You got a green 
one? And I can get these emeralds on 
loan from Glaenzer like you'ye never 
seen 

“I appreciate 
simply. 

“Some kind of a 
ground,” 


replied 
i 














emeralds," she said 


nothing back- 
he continued as he paced the 


(continued from page 71) 


terrace, creating, “and just a full figure 
stand-up.” 

“If you want," she added helpfully, 
“I could paint one of those litte red 
dinguses right here on my forehead, like 
they do. 

“I don’t think so,” 
tiously. 

“Good with emeralds,” she 

“Red and green.” 

“ll skip the dingus,” said Tink. 

“But what do you think?” enthused 
the guest. “Wouldn't that make one hell 
of an eye-catcher for the broadside? Plus 
which, you've got one hell of an in- 
congruity factor going for you. I mean, 
it's almost as thought you had, say, a 
nun smoking —which of course you 
can't use on account of the bad taste 
tor. But her in a—how did you say 
—shorry — with a cigarette. Man! 
“Yes,” replicd Tink, judiciously, “it 
might be very decorative and, of course, 
from our point of view it’s plus because 
it ties right in with the picture.” 

“That's what I say.” 

“Would you like to see one 
The New Star, brightly. 

“No,” said Tink, “that won't be neces- 
sary.” 

“But I'd like to show him.” she pro- 
tested. “How I know how to wrap it 
around and everything. There's six dif 
ferent ways and I can do them all. I 
used to practice with Sama — she was my 
id? my Indian maid? — half the night 
sometimes.” She shrugged. “What clse 
did we have to do?” She started out of 
the room. 

“Not now,” said Tink, firmly. 

“I'd like it,” said the bearded man. 
eyen more firmly. 

The New Star stood in the doorway 
for a moment considering the tension, 
then said, “I'll be right back." 

‘Tink looked at his watch. “Hurry 
up,” he shouted after her. "We're run- 
ning a little late! 

There are things which cannot be 
done both well and hurriedly. Sari-wind- 
ing is one of these. By the time the six 
ways were wound and unwound, poses 
discussed and photographic appoint- 
ments made, Tink was keyed up to a 
behind-schedule pitch from which he 
was not to recover for the rest of the day. 


said Tink, cau- 


insisted. 
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In the air-conditioned limousine tak- 
ing them from the hotel to their 
luncheon engagement at the Chambord. 





_ and your eye on mel That 
doesn't mean you have to look at me 
all the time, but when a question 
comes up, then look at me and either 
I'll give you the office to go ahead or 
I'll jump in for you.” 

“OK,” she murmured, studying her 





reflection. 

“And don’t be apathetic. That's the 
worst thing you can do.” 

She looked at him. “Apawhat?” 

“Bored. To be bored.” 
hat’s not the worst thing J can 
she said evenly. 
ow look, sugar. We'll save a lot of 
wear and tear if we get a few things 
straight. You've got a job and I’ve got 
a job. You're not doing me any favors 
and I'm not doing you any favors.” 

“Who said?" 

“And don’t give me a hard time be- 
cause J can play rough, too.” 

You look i 

“See, all this is new to you but I've 
been uping and downing this roller 
coaster since before sound and 1 can 
steer you pretty. That is, if you're in- 
terested.” 

“Sure.” 

“But in what? In getting to be some- 
body, or last year’s blonde?” 

“Is all this——" 
Don't talk so much,” he interrupted. 
“The less you say, the smarter they'll 
think you are. Just look that faraway 
look of yours." She responded at once. 
“That's right. mysterious.” He consulted 
his notebook and went on. “Now. The 
deal coming up is about arrangements 
for Sunday night. The Sullivan show. Ed 
Sullivan.” 

"Will he be here?” she asked. 

“Maybe. The guy who will for sure 
s Marlo Lewis. He's the producer, Say 



























arlo Lewis.” 

“Him you call Marlo. Say it.” 
“Marlo.” 

“The other (Buy ‘iM be the writer, Al 





"Him you call Mr. Rudin.” 

“Mr. Rudin.” 

“OK, let’s check that. The producer — 
that’s the tall, good-looking guy.” 
farlo,” 
"Good." 
fr. Rudin,” she chirped. 

"That's it. Nothing but cooperati 
today. Whatever they suggest is OK with 
you, If there's something we don’t want 
to do or say, we straighten it out later, 
but today everything is hooray.” 

YES Au 

“Good. 

“Except anything undignified,” she 
offered. 

He shut his eyes, tightly, and said, 
“Your dignity is absolutely safe in my 
hands, sugar.” 

“I hope so.” 

“You just play the game and I won't 
say anything to anybody about those 
location fits you threw and put the 
picture four and a half wecks over 
schedule.” 

They looked at one another, 

(continued on page 92) 














PLAYBOY’S MOST POPULAR PLAYMATES 


pictorial 


our readers’ favorite five from th first five years 





THE GIRL NEXT DOOR 


7 THERE MAY BE MANY qualities that set 


the Ptaysoy Playmate of the Month 
apart from other pin-up pictures, but 
certainly one of the most striking is the 
fresh girl-next-door quality of the ladies 
who grace the magazine’s famous fold 
out center section. As we observed in an 
early issue, “potential Playmates are all 
around you: the new secretary in your 
office, the doe-eyed beauty who sat oppo- 
site you at lunch yesterday, the girl who 
sells you shirts and ties at your favorite 
store.” We discovered Barbara Cameron 
chatting with a salesman in a hi-fi shop, 
engaged her in conversation ourself 
(learning that she was a stewardess for 
United Air Lines), and eventually talked 
her into becoming Miss November of 
1955 and one of the most popular Play- 
mates we have published to date, 















PLAYBOY 





UNDERAGE PLAYMATE 


A FEW DAYS AFTER Elizabeth Ann Rob- 
erts appeared as Miss January of 1958, it 
was discovered that she was not yet 18 
years of age. Since Elizabeth Ann's 
mother had approved her posing for 
piaysoy, there would probably have 
been no problem, if it were not for a 
local newspaper columnist who criticized 
the featuring of a girl so young as 4 
magzzine pin-up. That was all the self- 
elected defenders of public morality 
needed, and without bothering to con- 
sider that the precocious Liz was an 
honor student at Chicago’s Academy 
for Adults, was a graduate of a local 
modeling school, and hoped her ap- 
pearance as Playmate would give her a 
head start in her career, they charged 
both the mother and the magazine with 
“contributing to the delinquency of a 
minor.” A lawyer for the family pointed 
out that no Iaw had been broken, that 
the girl had actually been helped rather 
than harmed by her appearance in 
pLayzoy; Elizabeth Ann was almost cited 
for contempt of court when she refused 
to testify; finally the judge dismissed all 
charges. The wire services picked up the 
story and an unprecedented amount of 
mail poured into PLAYBoy's offices — 
more than 100 to 1 in favor of Liz’ ap- 
pearance as Playmate; and the editors 
decided the best way to avoid such prob- 
leis in the future was to check prospec- 
tive Playmates’ birth certificates. 











MOST FAMOUS PLAYMATE 


JAYNE MANSFIELD caused relatively lite 
stir among readers when she first ap- 
peared in pLaynoy as Miss February of 
1955, but she was brought to the atten- 
tion of a Warner Bros. scout who signed 
her to a short-term contract. From there 
she went on to Broadway fame in Will 
Success Spoil Rock Hunter? and pLayBoy 
chronicled her rise in a text-and-picture 
piece titled Will Success Spoil Jayne 
Mansfield? by Earl Wilson and photog- 
rapher Hal Adams in Febri ary of 1956. 
PLAYBoy readers were reacting with in- 
creasing fervor and favor by the next Feb- 
ruary when The New Jayne Mansfield 
described Jayne's return to Hollywood 
and stardom, with a long-term contract 
to 20th Century-Fox. In February 1958, 
The Nude Jayne Mansfield helped make 
that issue the biggest seller in PLayBoy's 
history. Though Jayne is the most fa- 
mous exainple, several other recent Play- 
mates have been offered opportunities in 
movies and television. Among the cen- 
ter-spread charmers who've appeared on 
video and cinema screens in the past 
few months are Lazy Linné Ahlstrand 
(July 1958), Country Club Cutie Lari 
Laine (May 1958), Ski-lovely Cheryl 
Kubert (February 1958), Girl-Next-Door 
Dolores Donlon (August 1957), Comes- 
The-Dawn Richard (May 1957), Ballerina 
Sandra Edwards (March 1957), Date-Bait 
Sally Todd (February 1957), and Birth- 
day Girl June Blair (January 1957). 











MOST POPULAR PLAYMATE 


PHOTOGRAPHER BUNNY YEAGER first spotted 
Lisa Winters in downtown Miami board- 
ing a bus, missed her, and returned the 
next two days at the same time in the 
hope of seeing her there again. On the 
third afternoon she did and she talked 
the voluptuous, baby-faced blonde into 
posing for some test photographs. Lisa is 
one of those rare creatures who almost 
never take a bad photo and so when 
the first shots arrived at pLayBoy, the 
editors found each one a bit more ex- 
citing than the one before. The editors’ 
enthusiasm was matched by the readers’ 
when Lisa became Miss December of 
1956. No single Playmate appearance 
hus ever provoked such a favorable and 
overwhelining reader reaction. A picture 
story on shy Lisa’s problems adjusting to 
the Hollywood scene in December of 
1957 also produced a stack of reader 
comment, ranging from proposals of 
marriage to downright disbelief that any 
girl who posed so revealingly could he 
as sensitive and withdrawn as described 
(Bunny Yeager is a woman; Lisa has 
never posed for a male photographer). 
Though stunningly pretty, Lisa is too 
shy to become any sort of an actress and 
she turned down the half-dozen movie 
offers that came her way. 





OUR OFFICE PLAYMATE 


JANET PILGRIM was hired to manage our subscription department back when 
that was a two-girl operation (it now involves nearly 60) and the idea of 
Janet's posing as a Playmate of the Month started more as a gag than any- 
thing else. But the appearance of a PLAvBoy staff member as Miss July of 
1955 so intrigued readers that Janet was brought back as Playmate twice 
again (December 1955 and October 1956) and is the only girl so featured 
three separate times. As Janet became better known, her association with 
the magazine became more valuable, and she spent an ever increasing 
amount of time in public relations and promotional duties for PLAYBOY: 
she was Guest of Honor at a state-wide Junior Chamber of Commerce co 
“vention in Atlanta, Georgia, and at an all-pLaynoy weeRend at Dartmouth; 
gave out the awards to the winning sports car drivers in the races at Elkhart 
Lake, Wisconsin; represented the m ine at three National Association of 
Retail Clothiers and Furnishers conventions; presented Benny Goodman 
with his silver Jazz Medal and Steve Allen with a special rraysoy award on 
his TV show. She has received nore personal fan mail than any other girl 
to appear in the magazine; when we mentioned that she likes to wear men's 
PJ tops to bed, readers responded with dozens of pajama tops in every 
imaginable color. Janet is now in charge of Reader Service, the PLAYBOY 
department that supplies additional information on items featured ot 
advertised in the magazine. 
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EVERYBODY HATES STARBUCK 


(continued from page 60) 
smelled Walt’s breath and said, “Cheer 
up, baby. At 50 percent you're still 1 
ing overpaid.” Walt’s ego being what it 
was, he went on a week's bender. Star- 
buck threatened to throw him off the 
picture. Eventually he paid him peanuts 
and kicked him out. In desperation Walt 
sent his wife around to plead for a 
break. 

















“Listen, sweetie,” Dave said, “what 
do you want from me? We made a 
deal.” 

“But Dave,” Swanson’s wife said, 





“Walt's having a rough time. He did a 
good job for you, didn't he?" 

Dave looked at Swanson's wife. She 
had good legs and was years younger 
n Walt. 

“Listen, Myrna.” he said, “doesn’t 
make you feel sorta cheap to have to 
go around town begging for handouts 
for a has-been like Walt? You deserve 
better than that, You're a looker. I 
happen to know you have talent. You 
should be acting again. Whadda ya say 
we forget about the deal Walt and I 
made? It's all over. Ele made his bed. 
Let him lie in it. But let's say you have 
a small part in my next picture, at 
pretty good moncy. Now how's that?” 

Well, when you're a former callgirl, 
when you'd love to do a little picture 
work, when you're marricd to a man 
20 years your senior, and when you 
married him in the first place just be- 
cause you were tired and he offered 
someplace to rest, a pitch like Starbuck's 
is pretty hard to resist, To spare the 
painful details, within months Myrna 
had teft Walt and moved in with Dave. 

That did it for the poor bastard. He 
was no good after that. Never directed 
another picture. It must have been 
about that time that he first thought 
of killing Starbuck. He wasn't the first. 
of course, nor the only one, but he must 
have been head of the club. 

The philosophers tell us that when 
you lust after a woman in your heart, 
or long to commit a murder, you're 
already on record, even if you never ger 
to realize your ambition, On that basis 
I guess quite a few of us around town 
are guilty of the murder of David Star 
buck. But here's how Walt Swanson 
did it. 

By 1955 he was all washed up as a di 
rector, although Alcoholics Anonymous 
had put him back in one physical piece 
for the time being. To pay for the booze 
he had sold everything he had and now 
to keep cating he had to take any odd 
job he could get. An old friend eventu- 
ally landed him a spot with Consoli 
dated Film Service, a subsidiary of the 
Consolidated Studio, that did film ex- 
change work. For example, when a 
wealthy producer wanted to go to the 
movies, well, it didn’t work out that 




































































way. The movics went to him. His sec- 
retary just called the film exchange, 
ordered a certain picture, or maybe a dou- 
ble feature, and the films were shipped 
to the producer's home, to be shown 
in his private projection room, for his 
private pleasure. Walt Swanson thought 
it was a pretty grim joke the first time 
he got an order to ship a can of film 
to Starbuck's Bel Air pleasure-dome. 

Then one day he learned that Star- 
buck had an ulcer. A snatch of con- 
versation overheard at a restaurant and 
Walt’s own stomach tingled in a mo- 
mentary frenzy of vengeful glee. So the 
bastard could be hurt after all, if only 
by his conscience, his own fears. At the 
time that Walt noted this fact he did 
not file it av 
realization th 

ple to call it out, to employ it. It was 
just something he heard about and was 
glad about and that was that. 

The catalyst was dropped into the 
seething caldron of his mind a 
later when he read a story in the Holly- 
wood Reporter about subliminal adver 
tising. A theatre in New Jersey had cut 
into a motion picture film commercial 
announcements that flashed on the 
screen too quickly to be seen consciously 
but, according to the theory, not too 
quickly to transmit to the eye and the 
subconscious mind an impression which 
subsequently would suggest action to the 
individual. In the test case the action 
suggested was the purchase of a particu: 
lar soft drink. Sales of the drink i 
creased markedly on the night of the 
test 

It was after reading that story that 
Walt Swanson began to get even with 
wid Starbuck. At first the idea of 
murder was not actually in his mind. 
He only wanted to hurt, to lash out, to 
avenge himself. The first thing he did 
was to print up two small cards, using 
white ink on black paper. One card 
id “Dave Starbuck, you stink.” The 
other one said “Everybody hates David 
Starbuck.” Then he borrowed a hand- 
operated movie camera from a friend, 
shot stills of the two cards, clipped out 
the film frames, put them into his wa 
and waited 

Within a week Starbuck's secretary 
called to order picture. When Walt 
received the shipping slip he got the 
film out of the vault, set it up on spools, 
scissored a | and inserted one of the 
still frames he had shot at home. Twenty 
minutes farther along on the reel he 
slipped in the second insert. 

The picture was a comedy but that 
night alter running it Dave Starbuck 
didn’t feel amused. A certain insensi- 
tivity had always been part of his 
make-up. but faced even if subcon- 
sciously with the knowledge that he 
was actively disliked, and being 
same time unable to erect any of his 

(concluded on page 84) 














1y in any sort of conscious 
at eventually he would be 
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CALLED. ‘SPORTS DE LUXE 
HER AT TALON? 
SEVEN AU. ‘AFA CAPOKI. 
SHE DIDNT you CAN 
WANT TO BET SHE 
COME AT CHANGED. 
FIRST. HER MIND. 
THEN I TOLD 
SHOWED KER nee AOS, 
NEW LITTLE 
FOUR STATES SUPPER CLUB 
IN_AN AFTER- DOWN BY 
NOON. NEVER THE SHORE. 
DID UNDER. THE VERY 
EIGHTY. EVEN COOLEST 
‘0 TO 1W MODERN 
GWE HER. THE INL 
WHEEL. BOT you CAN 
SHE SAID SHE BET SHE. 
Bre °° wae 
RMI }) Vd 
SHE FINIGHED 
OFF FOUR, THEN I TOLWo 
WHISKEY SOURS HER ABOUT MY 
ee Unestes eH DAKISH 
: SPEAKER, 
OFFERED HER SWEDISH 
A NIGHTCAP TWEETER, 
UP AT MY. TALUH 
PLACE. BUT BALANCED, 
SKE SAID SHE WEST GERHART 
HAD To GET ASSEMBLED 
OP EARLY. WAL 
THE NEXT YOO CAN BET 
MORNING. SHE_CHANGED 
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RECORD 
CABINET 


Protect your collection in this contemporary cabinet 
constructed of sturdy dura-board holds 175 

albums in five compartments 

She modern fabric on sliding doors blends smartly 

with ether mahogany brown, velvet black or blond 

Stipple finish cabinets . . (doors will be finshed 
in solid colors to match cabinet on request). 

Gree all dimensions, without legs 15: 

1512"x23V2" | Shipped completely 

assembled and finusheo. 4-12" legs: $] 795 

Black Hardwood, $298: Brass, $248 
‘ale color and leg choice, Please re 

mit with order. Express charges coliect. CABINET 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. Sold at this QNy 

low: price by mail order only. Ten day 

delivery. 


STARON CO. 









P.O. Box 14497X, Houston, Texas 


us for precise reproduction in etching 
on the lid of a Fostoria glass cigarette 
box, 5” x 4" x 12". . $10.00 
Pair of trays 4” x 2” etched with First 
names .....--..-.--.--.- pr $5.00 


Prompt, sofe delivery ossured, 
Gilt boxed. No C.0.D.'s, please. 


Hotiilay House 


512 Bellewe Theatre Bldg., Upper Montclair, N. J. 
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wouldn't you? 


Everybody else is—so get a copy at your 
bookstore, or mail the coupon today 
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McGRAW-HILL BOOK CO., Dept. P-12-58 
317 West 41st St., New York 36, N. Y. 


Please send me . copies of Jules Felffer's 
Sicx, Stcx, Sick nt $1.50 per copy (paperbound). 
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EVERYBODY HATES STARBUCK 


(continued from page S81) 
customary defenses, he became vaguely 
depressed. 

Swanson at first, and for a long time 
afterward. had no sure way of knowing 
how effective his attack was, but eventu- 
y he bi to pick up stray bits of 
information that convinced him that 
he was striking telling blows. Column 
about ped yaca- 
tions, rumors check-ups, 
stories about angry blowups in confer- 
ence rooms. And only Swanson knew 
the reason. Once a week for a whole 
year he sent his invisible arrows into 
Starbuck's hide. “Starbuck, you're no 
pod.” “Dave, you're a heel.” “Star- 
buck, you're sick.” 

And every Monday when the film 
would come back to the exch: 
would scissor out his inserts and patch 
up the reel, leaving no evidence. 

buck. your wife despises you! 
avid Starbuck is a jerk!” 
buck, you are the lowest of the 




















coms, 


























Starbuck's irritation increased to the 
point where he became careless about 
his attinide toward his superiors. and in 
Hollywood no matter how high up you 
are you have t answer to somebody: 
chairmen of the board, stockholders’ 
roups. One night ata party he told the 
head of his studio's New York office to 
go to hell, From that moment he started 
to slide downhill, although at first his 
speed was so. slow nobody was quite 
sure he was movil 

Tt was about that time that Swanson 
aimed his coup de urace. The next time 
Starbuck had a picture run off he re 
ceived this message: “Dave, why don 
you kill yourself? 

The following week it was “Kill your- 
self. Dave. It’s the only way out.” 

Starbuck put up with cight weeks of 
it. He began to fall apart. Having no 
friends to sympathize with him, he went 
from bad to worse fast. Then one day 
spent all after- 
1 the sun by his swimming 
pool, got drunk, went into the bath- 
room, locked the door, lay down on the 
pink tile floor, folded the flully Jamb’s- 
wool bath mat under his head, slashed 
his wrists with a single-edge razor and 
bled to death, slowly, lying still. 

After it happened Walt began drink- 
ing again. I wouldn't be telling the 
story now except that. as some of you 
may know, poor Walt got careless with 
@ Ggarette one night in the lab and 
burned himself up along with a hell of 
a lot of film. A few weeks before the 
end he told me the story one night at 
the Villa Loma bar. 

Good thing Walt didn’t work in a 


TV film lab. 
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sweet delight 


(continued from page 48) 
the good apple flavor to new heights of 
gustatory joy. 


APTER COF 





In spite of the available millions of 
hurry-up desserts, from biscuit tortoni to 
frozen cherry strudel, nobody has yet in- 
vented for men anything simpler, easier 
or better than the old fashioned tay of 
assorted cheeses followed by coffee and 
sorted liqueurs. Don’t create an imbal- 
ance with too many plant liqueurs like 
Vielle Curé, Chartreuse and Strega. or 
too many fruit liqueurs like cherry, black- 
herry and créme de [raises (strawberry). 
Ivs necessary to know your liqueurs so 
that you can avoid obvious repetitions 
like cui », triple sec, Grand Marnier 
and Cordial Medoc which are all made 
with an orange infusion. Always provide 
a bowule of fine brandy not only for 
those who like brandy suaight but for 
those who prefer such mixed libations ; 
brandy and benedictine or brandy and 
curacao. Pintsize bottles are more easily 
handled than fifths. Use a white lines 
napkin on the tray to prevent slipping. 
For men who don’t have the shelf room 
to store a wide assortment of liqueurs, 
the compartment liqueur bottle contain- 
ing from two to four assorted liqueurs 
is an attractive addition to a bachelor’s 
bar. 













































POUSSE-CAFE. 


This showy little drink is one of the 
oldest forms of nonsense known to bir 
tenders. Needless to say, the number of 
drinkers who never stop loving nonsense 
is 100 great to ignore. A pousse-café is 
series of liqueurs, each poured layer by 
layer into a small glass with st 
sides known as the 
The liqueurs remain in separate laye' 
heeause they're of different weights, or 
densities, the heaviest liquid staying on 




















the bottom, the next heaviest following, 





and so on. The main problem which 
bedevils the pousse-calé specialist is this: 
densities of liqueurs of the same favor 
vary from one distiller's product to the 
next. Since the density of a liqueur is 

















not indicated on the bottle’s label. a cer- 
nm amount of trial and crror is some- 
nes necessary in building a pousse- 





café. As a guide in solving this problem, 
one might remember that generally the 
higher the alcoholic content, the lower 
the density, Vhis doesn’t apply in all 
cases, but it's something of a help. If 
you're in doubt about a recipe, make 
experimental poussecalé before the 
mob arrives, and when you find a [or 
that works, stick to it as lon; 
you're using the same brands of liqueur: 
To keep the liqueurs from mingling, 
pour them slowly into a teaspoon held 
against the inside of the glass. If you 
follow this procedure carefully, often a 















liqueur which is not poured in the 
proper order will seep down to its cor 
rect level, and stay there intact. Carry 
the drinks to the tible with a steady 
hand, For a party, you can make a large 
number of pousse-cafés beforehand. and 
if you place them carefully in the refrig- 
erator, each small rainbow will rem 
undisturbed for later serving. One 
pousse-café of four colors which you 
might wry as a beginning is made by 
pouring into the bottom of the glass a 
small quantity of grenadine followed in 
succession by créme de 0, tiple sec 
and Forbidden Fruit. A small dab of 
whipped cream may be floated on top 
just before serving, if desired. For # five- 
tone assortment, try the following in the 
order listed me de cacao, maraschino. 
rosémint, yellow Chartreuse and brandy. 
































He FRAPPE 





CREME DE ME 


For those who prefer their liquear 
libations cold, the simplest and best pro- 
cedure is to place the liqueur bottles 
and liqueur glasses in the refrigerator 
several hours belore serving. Wher 
straight, liqueur poured over ice 
cubes or cracked ice, it's easy to wind up 
with an anemic drink that’s neither 
water nor liqueur, Certainly it would be 
immotal to let a fine plant liqueur like 
benedictine or Strqga languish among 
the rocks. An ou nding exception, 
however, is the creme de menthe trappeé. 
‘The favor of créme de menthe (one of 
the few liqueurs not created by 
has such a cool stami ctually 
seems to ripen when poured over finely 
icked ice. To make a créme de menthe 
frappe, fill a saucer champagne g 
cocktail glass with very finely cracked 
ice or snow ice. Pour a jigger of créme 
de menthe over the ice. (White or green 
créme de menthe may be used; the only 
difference is that the green is artificially 
colored.) A few sprigs of fresh mint, if 
ty be planted in the ice to 
titillate the nostrils. Place a small cut 
straw in the ice. Some frappé specialists 
like to add a tablespoon of fine brandy 
just belore serving 


SIDE CAR 








































































Tt was the practice formerly, when 
ng side cars, to combine brandy, 
igao and lemon juice in equal ts. 
Today's penchant for dryness in potables 
is better served by reducing the propor- 
tion of curagao and increasing the 
brandy. In a cocktail shaker with plenty 
of cracked ice pour 1 oz. brandy, Y 07. 
lemon juice 0% curacao, Shake 
well, and st into pre-chilled cocktail 
glass. Triple sec may be used in place 
of curagao. 


























STINGER 

The stinger may be served with equal 
correctness before or alter cating. It 
seems just as clhcacious belore or after 


sleeping. having been used frequently 
beth « nightcap and an cye-opene 
In many bars it’s served with a glass of 
© water on the side to aid in the re- 
hydration process. To concoct a stinger 
pour 14 brandy and \% oz. white 
créme de menthe cocktail shaker 
with ice, Shake well, and strain into 
pre-chilled cocktail glass. 























\n outand-out sweet compound, the 
alexander belongs to the afternoon tea 
hour rather than the five o'clock apéri 
session, It may be made with cither gi 
or brandy, In a cocktail shaker with ice 
pour % oz. gin, 3 oz. white or brown 
créme de cacao and VY, 02. heavy sweet 
cream. Shake well, Strain into pre-chilled 
cocktail glass. 


















OLD BRAEMAR 


In mixed drinks often a tiny quantity 
of liqueur will come through as a de 
Icctable nuance, Half teaspoons of 
liqueurs are used to flavor this bit of 
felicity from Scotland. In a bar mixing 
glass with ice pour 114 o7s. Scotch, V2 oz. 











sweet Italian vermouth. 1% teaspoon 
Drambuie and 1% teaspoon curagao. Stir 
well. Strain over the rocks in an old 
fashioned glass. Twist a piece of lemon 
peel over the drink, and drop it into the 
glass. Stir. 








ROCK AND RYE TODDY 


Among the many bar staples which 
are actually liqueurs but are not neces- 
sarily used as after-dinner drinks are 
Pimm’s Cup, sloe gin and, perhaps most 
noted of all in this country, rock and 
rye, a combination of straight rye. rock 
ndy, lemon and sometimes spices. Try 
this: in an old fashioned glass or toddy 
cup pour Ly 07s. rock and rye, Add two 
dashes angostura bitters, 
lemon and a thick piece of ciny 
stick. Fill the glass or cup with boiling 
water, Stir well. Add a dash of nutmeg, 
ated if possible, Let the drink 
for about five minutes before 
serving, It's a drink to bring out the 
winter sun in man or maid and make all 
good companions quite cordial indeed. 
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SHEIKS OF ARABY 


(continued from page 69) 
wear iridescent, hawklike masks that 
cover the eycs and nose, instead of veils; 
their lips are dyed with henna. and their 
eyes are made radiant by belladonna 
drops; and their robes are altogether 
black. The sheik was dressed as the other 
men, but his robe was trimmed in gold, 
and his agal was golden, too; he carried a 
sword, and an awful dagger in his sword 
belt. and the scabbard of each was fili- 
greed in gold. 

The Sheik of Sharja is the Honorable 
Saqr bin Sultan, or, more fully, Saqr bin 
Saqr bin Khaled bin Sultan bin Saqr 
bin Rashid al Qawasim (bin, in Arabic, 
is the same as ben in Hebrew and “son 























of” in English, and Qawasim is the 
family 1 He is a small, dark, pride 
ful man, with bushy brows and a 


goatee as rough as a rasp, and he sat 
heside me, on an overstulfed so 
coffee was served in the customary Ari 
bian way. A  coffee-maker—a human 
being, not a utensil —carricd it ccre- 
moniously into the room, in a golden 
urn, and poured it into our golden coffee 
cups with many ccremonious clicks of 
gold upon gold, and the Sheik of Sharja 
and IT partook of three coffee-cupfuls 
apiece. it being woefully bad manners in 
harja, as elsewhere in Arabia, to have 
any less, The coffee was muddy and pow 
erful, and, after our three obligatory 
drams, we waggled our cups at the coffee. 
maker as a signal we had had our fill — 
this, too, being the proper manners in 
Arabia. Both of these fine points of eti- 
quette, and similar ones, had been told 
to me carlicr by several of the English- 
men in town, who also had taken the 
trouble to bricf me on the proper way 
of speaking to the Sheik of Sharja, which, 
in words of one syllable, is not to. The 
Arabian custom. they had said, is to 
exchange with the Sheik of Sharja, at 
his afternoon coffce hour, what in Amer- 
ica would be nothing more than the 
cs, the first of these being 
” (“And with you,” the 
sheik prescriptively replies), the second 
being “How are you?" (“Good or 
“Bad"), and the third and last being 
“Allah be thanked” if the sheik is good, 
or “Allah has willed it” if the shetk is 
bad. This is followed invariably by a 
great deal of silence. which is broken 
after 10 or 15 minutes when the Sh 
of SI says, “And how are you? 
(“Good or “Bad") and Hah be 
thanked” or “Allah has willed it.” “Then. 
colice is served in wiplicate, and such 
fruits as pineapple are eaten from the 
right hand, for in Arabia the left is 
thought to be unclean, and its employ- 
ment at the table is again bad manners; 
“How are you?” and “Allah, ete.” are 
said again, rose water is sprinkled upon 
the hands, and incense of sandalwood is 





as our 





























bare civil 
“Peace be with vor 
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wafted onto the face, and, without any 
further ado, the visitor takes his leave. 
The English, instructing me in ali this, 
remembered the case of Mr. Basil Ler- 
€, a businessman who had lived in 
jt, and who had achieved an un- 
paralleled measure of success for his 
firm by sitting with the sheik for up- 
wards of three hours, never saying 
a word. Mr. Lermitte, I was informed, 
had “an understanding silence.” 

Well, my friends will testify that an 
understanding silence is a quality I 
don't possess at all and, after trying to 
ain one with the Sheik of Sharja for 
seven or eight minutes, I decided to 
throw precedent to the winds, and 1 
made so bold as to ask how Sharja was. 
It was so-so, said the sheik: the Japanese 
had been cutting mto the pearl business, 
of late, and Sharja’s economy was on 
the skids. “Allah has willed it.” I re- 
plied, and steeled sell lor another 10 
minutes of silence, but the sheik, appar- 
ently, was delighted at the new turn his 
afternoon cotiee hour had taken, for he 
pressed me with questions of his own — 
what did I think of Sharja? what did 
America think of Sharja? and what did 
America think of sheiks? I, surmising it's 
bad manners to say that 99 Americans 
out of 100 seldom think of Sharja at all, 
said that we think of sheiks as dark, se- 
ductive men, sleeping on the desert in 
tents and hurrying across it on white 
Arabian horses. “La, la,” said the sheik, 
laughing and shaking his head he 
waved his arm at his palace and his 
searlet 1956 Buick outside; and 1 con- 
cluded that sheiks have fallen upon bet- 
ter days since those of Rudolf Valentino. 

























































The thousand men and women who 
joyously celebrated the end of Ramadan 
were citizens of Sharja, mostly, but many 
had come the half-dozen miles from 
Dubai, yet another tiny, autonomous 
conntry on the Persian Gulf, The month 
of Ramadan is ended, in these countries, 
when the new moon is sighted by the 
reigning sheik; the night before, it had 
been sighted by the Sheik of Sharja but 
pitiably not by the Sheik of Dubai, who 
s 8) years old and pretty myopic; so the 
people of the Sheik of Dubai had hur- 
ried to Sharja, to the month of Shawwal 
and to food, in anything that could carry 
them across the desert — jeeps, camels, 
s and taxis. (A dozen or so. taxis 
go between Dubai and Sharja, the oldest 
of them being a New York City Sky. 
View which, somchow, gotten well 
astray.) A few of the celebrants came 
from the other nearby sheikdoms, there 
being seven of these in all; Sharja and 
Dubai are the only ones with any popu- 
lation to speak of, but all seven are tiny, 
autonomous countries and ruled by 
seven hereditary sheiks who, like Prince 
Rainicr of Monaco, have the unqualified 
power of life and death. Unlike Rainier, 
though, the Sheik of Sharja cut a per- 















































son's hand off as lately as 1952, and the 
Sheik of Dubai has blinded half a dozen 
with a red-hot necdle; neither of them, 
to my knowledge, has killed a man, but 
the Sheik of Ajman has killed two, while 
the Sheik of Ras al Khaima, like Oedi- 
pus, has blinded men with his own 
thumbs. Such idiosyncrasies of the seven 
sheiks are a favorite conversational item 








for the Englishmen in town, and, after 
listening to them for several evenings 





and doing a bit of verifi 
in addition, that the Sheik of Ajman is 
cling in a Chevrolet pickup 
the Sheik of Abu Dhab 
rich, burying his money in the floor and 
sitting determinedly above it; that the 
Sheik of Umm al Qaiwan 
nd that nothing is amiss inside the 
Sheik of Fujaira, but that he’s a hypo- 
chondriac. The Sheik of Abu Dhabi, too, 
has been troubled by mental ills, notubly 
by a delusion that his coffee-maker 
would murder him, Indeed, in 1953 his. 
paranoia became so, serious that he went 
to London, to be treated by Her Majes 
ty’s physician; but, haying decided after 
two or three appointments that the fel- 
tow was in his enemies’ pay, he fled to 
Paris, and what happened there to the 
Shcik of Abu Dhabi, and to his coffee- 
maker, is still recollected fondly on wi 
ter evenings by the Englishmen in Abu 
Dhabi itself, and, for that matter, by 
the sheik. (Phe coftce-maker went with 
the Sheik of Abu Dhabi all along, the 
sheik feeling, apparently, that his good 
qualities as a maker of coffee outweighed 
his bad.) In substance, the story is that 
the two travelers, after chopping up the 


ni, 1 learned, 







































floor for kindling—to make coffce— 
were expelled from a hotel, and after 
building a fire under the bathtub, from 
yet another hotel; that, in high dudgeon, 
they went to Cairo and found it more to 
their liking; and that, eventually, the 
sheik went back to Abu Dhabi without 
any trace of his mental di 
a social one. Something cl 
innocence abroad that [ didn’t learn in 
‘ja but in a is that the 
k of Abu Dhabi was particularly im- 














It was obvious, the sheik had said, why 
France was economically so much better 
n Abu Dhabi. 

In all sto the Honorable Sheik 
of Abu Dhabi, let me say that his wor 
ries as to his coffee-maker weren't alto- 
gether irrational, for the same fellow, 
and his confederates, had murdered 
every Sheik of Abu Dhabi since 1912, 
three in all, A study of the history of 
Abu Dhabi since the late 18th Century 
shows a similar pattern: cight of the 
sheiks were murdered, two of them made 
their getaway in time, two were cashicred 
but not at all murdered, and wwo died in 
office of natural causes, while the destiny 
of the Honorable Sheik of Abu Dhabi, 
the incumbent, remains to be seen. The 
histories of Sharja and the other coun 
tries are more or less the same; the con- 
ventional way to become a sheik, in these 
ys to murder the last 























places, was ilw: 
one, something that was done not only 
by members of his family but also by 








casual acquaintances, and even by tour- 
ists. In Sharja itself the most recent 
murder, as of going to press, was in 1921, 











“Damn it! Are you still there?” 
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the sheik having been blinded with a 
red-hot poker and his throat having been 
slit, all of this going on at the very 
palace where Sheik Saqr bin Sultan and 
I had coffee together. 

None of this, to my way of seeing it, 
reflects any credit on the sheik I’m 
writing of. The Sheik of Sharja, to be 
sure, did not murder anyone at all to 
get his incumbency, but (lest it be 
thought he's above this sort of thing) he 
is wying pretty hard to murder the Sheik 
of Fujaira. In 1939, he even declared a 
war on the Sheik of Dubai; it not 
ken seriously, though, by anyone but 
the sheik, and it was waged so apatheti 
cally by his men that after a year of 
hostilities just one or two of the enemy 
had been hurt. and both by aecident. 
The war, indeed. used to be called off 
several times a day whenever it pei 
fish, or rug merchant went by taxi from 
one country to the other, or whenever it 
pline full of non-belligerents was due at 
the airport. T of Shi vs. Dubai 
never fought by Bedouins on horse. 
back, as we might have hoped —on the 
average, there are 1.14 horses in each of 
the seven sheikdoms—but just by ar 
tillerym who let fly 
Gumonballs from the Sheik of Shar} 
palace to that of Dubai's, and vice versa, 
For gunpowder, I have learned, the 
aruillerymen would use a blend of salt- 
peter and cactus that imparted to the 
cannonball a very low muzzle velocity, 
if any. The balls never did manage to 


















































get to their targets, Bu settled into the 
sand a mile short: at night, they were 
picked up and fired in the other direc- 
tion, undil, by normal attrition, no more 
cannonballs were to be found. and the 
War of Sharja us. Dubai was deckired to 
be over. Its last shot was fired by M 
Jur bin Thani. an artilleryman of 
Dubai, who, after a futile search on the 
desert for second-hand balls, remembered 
that a high explosive shell had been 
fired at Dubai in 1908, but hadn't gone 
off; digging it up. he thrust it into his 
cannon with the usual wad of salypeter 
and cactus, and it was in the ensuing 
explosion, T learned. that the war's only 
casualties occurred. 

Since then, a number of other inter 
sheik wars have been held — Dubai vs. 
Abu Dhabi in 1947. Abu Dhabi vs. Aj- 
man in 1948 —but they. too, are noth 
ing to get alarmed about, and their main 
cHlect is to keep Rand MeNally and 
other ¢ yaphers at wit's end. The 
Rand McNally people are saving the 
hell with it all. and are pretending. on 
their latest maps of the Middle East, that 
the seven countries aren't even there — 
an attitude that iy cavalier av best, and 
maybe even scandalous. The best that 
other cartographers are doing is to dr 
two or three sporadic borders that dis- 
r into the desert as into quicksand, 
whole 40 thousand 
frucial Oman, the 
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Trucial St or the Trucial Coast. 
“Trucial” is a word that doesn’t exist 
nywhere but on maps, and means, 1 
vather, “of or pertaining to a tue 
the truce being that of 1853. between 
England and the seven countries, and 
ending war of 75 years. In those years, 
the aver had been called the Pirate 
Coast. but once the truce had been 
signed, it was dear to everybody in Eng- 
and that piracy could no longer happen, 
nd the word “Trucial,” to replace “Pi- 
rate.” was happily coined by Captain 
Prideaux of the Royal Navy, and since 
then England has called the ar 
rucial Ce nd ucts of 


























What has replaced piracy, as the main 
industry of Sharja, Dubai, ete., is smug- 
gling — mostly that of Indian tea, Hong 
Kong silk and suchlike from the seaport 
of Dubai, where the tiff is four-and-a- 
half percent or more. (Nohody knows 
how the Sheik of Dubai hit on four-and- 
rhalf percent. Most likely, he saw itin a 
bank or somewhere and adopted it its a 
pat, businesslike number.) A lot of pearl 
ing is done these days, but it’s being hurt 
by the Japanese, as the Sheik of SI 
some of the Arabs fish, and some of 
them grow dates, or even wheat and to 
bacco. As can be well imagined, the 
white hope of the sheiks in this industrial 
age is to make an honest living at last 
by finding oil, and. accordingly, a con- 
tract that lasts well into the 2Ist Cen- 
tury has been signed by them and Petro- 
leum Development (Vrucial Coast) Ltd. 
For a number of years. the Petroleum 
Development (Trucial Coast) Led. peo- 
ple have been digging holes into the 
desert to see what's under it, if anything, 
and some raw, sun-tanned seismologists 
from America, which owns a quarter of 
P.D(T.G) Lud, have been setting off 
‘TNT offshore, to the irritation of some 
unenlightened Arabs who. still believe 
their white hope is to catch more fish. 
Mumost all of these holes are being dug 
nto Abu Dhabi soil, for Abu Dhabi is 
next to Qatar, which is pronounced 
“cutter,” and which is so full of oil 
underground that its ruler has scarlet 
1956 Buicks to give away — for example, 
to the Sheik of Sharja. The ruler of 
Qatar enjoys, too, w 
the only television set on the Arabian 
peninsula — mercifully, he can’t see 
anything on it, the nearest TV station 
being in Ttaly—and he sorely envied 
by the seven sheiks I'm writing of. who 
wait impatiently for a big, black gusher 
of their own to soar from the desert 
sands, 

One evening 































































in Sharja. 1 was talking 
oil with some of the Englishmen there, 
and T asked, naturally, if the sheiks had 
any chance of striki The evening 
was hot, as always, and imy English 
friends were drinking scotch on the 
rocks, mostly rocks, and were dressed, as 
always in the evenings, in white ducks, 

















white open-collar shirts, and black cum: 
merbunds—this, a slight nod to the pro- 
prieties of civilized life. One of the Eng- 
lishmen so attired had just come from 
the Abu Dhabi oil fields, so 1 directed my 
question to him. He hemmed and hawed 
a few moments, and shifted his scotch to 
the other hand, and presently he said. 
“Well, what I'm permitted to report is 
that we went to six thousand feet, and 
we haye encountered some unexpected 
difficulties.” 

“Quite,” 


0 oil.” 








said one other Englishman, 





Almost all of my English friends. in 
Sharja and in the other countries, are 
young, eager and red-faced, without a 
hint of a sun tan after several years in 
Ar ad, in their black-and-white 
ng habits, they ae rather dificult to 

t. [ chink there are a hundred of 
them, working for the Red Cross, the 
airport at Sharja, the Forcign Office, and 
the British bank, as well as for Petro- 
leum Development (Trucial Coast) Ltd. 
and while they'd all allow that much of 
the world is gayer, and certainly cooler, 
than the Trucial States, they seem to be 
rather fond of it. This, however, is tem- 
pered by an uneasy feeling that the 
world doesn’t care about the Trucial 
States, and nothing so pleases them as 
being reminded it does, as happened. 
for ple, four or five years ago, when 
none other than Winston Churchill sent 
a telegram there, Whatever it was that 
Winston had to say to the Trucial Stites 
is secret, and nobody in the foreign 
colony would apprise me of it 

The most important of the many 
young, eager and untanned Englishmen 
in these parts is Mr. Peter Tripp, who, 
after seven happy years in the Anglo- 
Egyptian Sudan, was named by the 
Foreign Office to head its agency in the 
Trucial States. The English have been 
more or less hegemonic since they b 
the pirates in 1820 (Persia, in 1888, and 
France, in 1891, wied to muscle in by 
giving out flags. but they didn’t get very 
far), and, by treaty with the seven sheiks, 
the English handle their foreign affairs, 
so Mr. Tripp isn’t the minister or the 
ambassador but the political agent, or 
“PA” The foreign irs of Sharja, 
of course, are often those with Abu 
Dhabi, Dubai, Ajman, Umm al Qaiwan, 
Ras al Khaima, and F nd what 
with 36 other permutations, the P_A. is 
really kept busy; he referees the inter: 
sheik wars, and he helps the cartogea 
phers with the intershcikdom borders, 
the claims, and the counterclaims, and 
whenever he’s called upon by a sheik to 
get i train ticket, a carburetor, or a 
British passport (the Honorable Shakbut 
bin Sultan had no end of trouble, in Eu- 
rope, with his Government of Abu Dh: 
one), he must promise to de so, dri 
three cups of coffee, and assume an un 
derstanding silence, and whenever 
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Perfect for Christmas giving. Shipped in 
compact box ready to gift wrap. 


SEND 25¢ FOR CATALOG 
Check or money order (no C.0.D.'s) to: 


the workbench 


Dept. P, 46 Greenwich Ave., New York 11 


Elbow-benders will delight in this imported Swiss-made 
wotch that mnkes every hour efter five fer cocktails. 
Gold finished case with hendsoma lesther strap. 
Satisfaction guorantesd. The Original Toddy Tims 
$14.95 Tox included Postpeid 


Sond check or money ordar te: 
P.0. Box 4944, Okishoma City 9, Okla. 


TODDY 
TIME 





PLAYBOY 


Turn gift-giving into ao smooth 
success of sheer excitement with 


Treasures of the Tropics A: ; 
are at your coll the year- Mol 


round, in beautiful pack- 
ages as unusual as the rare fragrances themselves! 


sheik gocs waveling. he must get the 
red carpets out, and he must keep the 
pearl merchants, fishmongers, and other 
pillars of the community too, 
bestowing ules like “Kh. on 
them. He got glasses for the Sheik of 
Dubai, he got sunglasses for the Sheik 
of Fujaira, he got a coronation ticket for 
the Sheik of Abu Dhabi. All of this, and 
suchlike, is done by the P.A. one-and-a- 
half years without a vacation, and Mr. 
Tripp says he nearly resigned when 
pulled out of the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan, 
by the Foreign Office. and told to do it. 

One the compensations of his job 
is that Mr. Tripp is, quite probably, the 
rorikaittsecviceninte only Englishman in the world who can 
ican tor our tabard | emancipate slaves. By permission of the 
“> ligt of exotic Indies Per sheiks, he is sort of an allie-allie in-lree 
* furned in oll price ranges, for the several thousand Arab, Negro 
and Pakistani shi in the sheikdoms, 
and whosoever of them can reach him 
morning, afternoon or night can get 
what amounts to a personal Emancipa- 
tion Prodamation, « piece of red-white- 
and-blue paper that says. in Avabic and 
English, “Be it known to all who may 
see this that the bearer as been 
manuwnitted and no one has a right to 
interfere with his/her liberty.” Ab 
though. each week, one or two slaves go 






















Indies Perfumes ore shipped direct and exclusively 
from Puerto Rico. They cannot be purchased in any 
store on the U.S. mainland, 








You supply the names, addresses and dates. We 
handle all details and moke delivery from Puerto 
Rico by cir parcel post directly to the wome: 

ean 










































UNIQUE IMPORTED TRAVELING GAME KIT 








This small kit (opproximately 8s" x 5”) includes 
all the equipment you need for a fest game of 
checkers, chess or eribbage (included is o fold- 
ing cribboge board with pegs) plus a handy 
deck of cards and dice—you call your own game 














with these. Hondsome carrying cose finished in a 
fine leather-type fabric with a button-down cover. 


Satisfaction gucranteed. $7.50 to Mr. Tripp. get this, and hurry off to 
ppd. the Qatar or Abu Dhabi oil fields, the 


Send check oF money order to: 
BOX 3573 MERCHANDISE MARKT 
GIFT-FARE CHICAGO 5é. ILLINOIS. 


great majority are happy with their loc 
they get bed and board. and sometimes 
pay, and, not having any worry of being 
BEA FEI RR IA II IOI SA IIT IAAI IA IO A AAAI fired. they don’t work especially lard; 







































COLONEL Ee BES | they are horn ay slaves and marry shaves, 
IN THE as : i - F , ‘ ‘ : 
CONFEDERATE’AIR CORPS < weenie menue || bexctting boys nd girls who are shives 
/ \ € ae ee oat de jure, and once in a blue moon the 
hs j “Congronviotiens” enclosed it you x prettier ones are sold to a Saudi Arabian 
Now YOU cam be » COLONEL w “The World's nh Be sate te nome te ince. y g thei 
See ee epdicd Cepek hte wet weaty mene te | prince, marry him, and bring their [im 
b4 pesren Commas end i0Ceded % | ilies to Saudi Arabia in a DC-3 — it really 
Yo mn « henane Patt bene “| ang intron i happened. Fm told. At present, the 
warded Colones “Commiion. pred othe ee ing price for slave girls is $270, and 
$ Send cot check ot meney tere | selling price for slave g 270, 
Eh et prt one | we eerie FL those of my readers who wish to obtain 
Re Sen ae earaasan ane tebe F Jone are bese advised to visit Hamass 
x Mame smertly mcribad on | $1.00 postpaid * Sultanate of Oman, any day of the we 
Svar ah un eae coe A nat 20 each tr bn et Herding =| ut Friday. most of the business there 
x secre ie % | being done in Pakistani rupees. and pri 
PIAA AAAI AI AA AAD AAD AD AIA SAAD ASISISAA. ASAI SSIS SIASASAASSSASSSASIAA vately. In the past, many of the slaves at 





Hamasa were kidnapped from P: 
Persia or the seven sheikdoms, but this 
practice is frowned upon now by the 
sheiks, and people who indulge are apt 
to be jailed. or maybe deprived of 
their right hand, slowly, the usual Mos- 
Jem punishment for thieves. Such # thing 
happened a few months before 1 went 
to Sharja, when the PA. and some Arab 
troops. in a British yersion of the jeep, 
overtook a slaver and four he had 
kidnapped. The slaver was jailed, and 
the slave girls (who said he had 1. 
them) were manumitted. and. in thank 
fulness, they kissed the P.A. and ev 
other Englishman at the agency. Accord- 
ing to Mr. Tripp. the girls were quite 
beautiful — but he has been in Arabia a 


long time. 


THREE CLASSICS FROM PLAYBOY 

Building your own library of great books? You'll 
want to include these three PLAYBOY volumes. 
The very best features from your favorite mage- 
zine permanently bound in hard-cover editions. 


THIRD PLAYBOY ANNUAL $4.50 

The best stories, cartoons, jokes and special fea- 
tures from PLAYBOY'S third year. Includes more 
than two dozen pages in full color. 

PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES $3 

Hundreds of PLAYBOY's most hilarious jokes and 
limericks—plus a sprinkling of spicy cartoons. 
PLAYBOY'S RIBALD CLASSICS $3 

Sophisticated stories by the great writers of the 
past smartly retold for today’s readers. 

ALL THREE FOR $10 


PLAYBOY BOOKS, Dept. 128, 232 E. Ohio St. Chicago 11, Il. 

























LUCCAGELESS LOVE 


(continued from page 39) 
want to register as man and wife?” 

“Why,” says Stan, “the best way is to 
just pick up the pen and register.” 

‘o," L said. “I mean, you know, if 
you're nervous about it.’ 

“Well.” says Stan, “if you're the type 
that gets embarrassed about it and don't 
want to say you just missed the last 
train to Greenwich or something like 
that, then you might use the Niggardly 
Wile technique. 

“Proceed,” I said. 

“The way it works,” Stan says, “is you 
couch the girl ahead of time what she's 
supposed to do, and when you walk into 
the lobby of the hotel, she goes over 
and ttkes a chair not too far away from 
the desk. You go up to the desk 
you want a double room. Twi 
The desk clerk gives you the re 
a card to sign and while you're 
‘Mr. and Mrs.’ on it, the girl gets up and 
walks over to you and says, so the clerk 
will hear it, “How much is the room, 
dear? That establishes her as your wile 
and nobody could possibly ask any ques- 
tions or even hint that there was any- 
thing suspicious. So now you sity to her, 
“Oh, tor god sake Myrt.” id then you 
casually mention that you got no bag- 
gage and the chances are the clerk won't 
even ask you to pay in advance. 

You see how neat it's worked out? It 
sounded real good to me and one eve- 











































































ning a year or so later I was over on East 
n Tudor 
City and later T stopped in a tavern 








for a drink. There girl sitting 
alone booth id Twas at the bar. 
She was a beautiful thing with coal 





and when 1 say she was 
stacked, I am understating the facts. I 
kept looking over at her and she would 
once in a while look 
just the frintest flicker of a sinile. 
finally I just picked up my drink 
walked over and told her my feet hurt 
and did she mind, and she said no, and 
ted having some drinks together. 
ot Late, around two or three in the 


























morning, H she was a litde in the bag, 
and so was 1. and finally 1 sprung the 
question i why not, and we 





pot a taxi led for the Arcade 
P In the cab 1 gave this girl her 
routine, what she was supposed to do, 
and she bobbed her head and said, “Sure, 
Mac, I got i 
As we walked into the hotel lobby I 
noticed that she was a little unsteady 
on ber feet. so I escorted her over to a 
chair not far from the desk and gave her 
a quick final briefing. The jobby was 
empty except for a scrubwoman, and the 
clerk looked to be half asleep over 
copy of the Mirror. So 1 went up to the 
desk and said I'd like to haye a room 
with twin beds. The guy gave me a 
card and a pen and L started writing. 





























This was the point where the babe 
was supposed to come forward. I glanced 
back at her, and she was sitting in the 
chair staring straight ahead as if she was 
in a trance. T went “Psssst!” She didn’t 
move. I wrote another word. a 
T went “Pssst!” again. She st 
me, so I gave her a 
most lifted the carpets off the 
floor. She wobbled her head around 
looked at me and then gave me a s 
sort of grin. and got off the chair and 
came up to the desk. The clerk had heard 
me doing all that hissing and he was 
looking from one to the other of us, and 








































now the girl stared him straight in. the 
eye and said, almost in a snarl, “Hf this 
bassard says he’s my husbuh, he's bigges’ 
damn liar eas th” Misspippi. 

‘The clerk just stood there and stared 





at her awhile, nv expression on his face. 
Then he turned to me. I was furious. 
1 was holding myself in, but 1 could have 
Jed that dame. Here I had been 








carefully working out that beautifully 
organized scheme, watching it unfold 
exactly the way it was supposed to un- 
fold, as if it had been drafted by a mas- 
ter architect, and now she comes along 
and with one nasty. uncouth crack, 
throws the whole thing out of kilter. 
The clerk, as 1 id, looked at me 
and then he slowly winked his eye 























and turned around and got a key and 
handed it to a bored and waiting bell- 
hop. I stood there and stared at the key 


in my hand, sull steaming inside; then 
1 handed it back to him, and nodded 
toward the girl, and said, “Throw ‘cr 
into the street if you feel like it” Then 
1 turned around and watked out and 
went home, 

The moi You mean you don’t see 
in? It’s simply this: A man can fall so 
much in love with a blueprint that he 
forgets to put up the building. 




















CORK 


“And if you're thinking of claiming your brother left 





everything to Mi. 


s Laverne here while he was 


of unsound mind, remember the judge will get a 
good look at all three of you.” 
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as Kuight Ly Dying 

(continued from page 68) 
protested. “We hayen't had a chance to 
talk!" 

“I'm sorry,” Scott said, and he was. 
He really would haye liked to stay. But 
he was no longer his own master. The 
bribe of a year in Switzerland now being 
beyond him, from here on in he would 
© to obey the pain that, for the first 
time in 12 y he had ceased to think 
about as an enemy. “I really must go.” 




















“But ther so much [ want you to 
tell me!" Helen G . “About 
Brittany and the underground and what 





you did! 
I'm sorry.” Scott said again 
nothing to tell.” 

Not to her. Or to her husband. Or to 
the people in France who handed out 
medals. He would save it all for the one 
person who was entitled to hear it. 

“Good-bye,” Scott said. 

He shook hands with Mr. Cr nd 
he bowed to the girl who was now Mr. 
and then, carrying the 
pain carefully, as though it were a sleep- 
ing child chat must not be ardused, Scott 
turned and started out of the bar. 

“Sergeant Scott!” Helen Crager called. 

He continued moving toward the 
door. She had done her part in setting 
him free from the chains that had held 
him for a dozen years. He could not 
expect her to do more, Nobody could 
help him with the question that had 
forged the chains in the first place: 

On that terrible morning in Brittany, 
when he stole away unnoticed from the 
kitchen window of the Auxerre farm- 
house, carrying to safety the plans he 
had brought from England, had Ser- 
geant Scott been obeying orders, or had 
he been obeying the dictates of his own 
heart? 

Had he allowed the Gestapo to kill 
Jeanine Auserre because it way his duty 
not to jeopardize the plans he carried 





“There's 

















eer. 








Crager's. wife 




















on his person? Or had he allowed her 
to die because her death was an un- 
expected and simple solution for a 
troubled man who had fallen in love 
with an American girl in England but 
could do nothing about it because he 
was secretly married to q French girl in 
Brittany? 

‘Sergeant Scott! Please!” 

He did not turn back. To do so would 
have been merely polite, and he was 
beyond politeness. For a dozen years he 
had lived alone, locked away with the 
secret agony of that unanswered ques 
tion. Now. however. for the first time in 
those dozen years. the question no longer 
mattered. All that mattered now 
what he had learned from Helen: that 
he'd never had a chance: if he had 
tokt her how he felt. he would have 
been no better off chan all those other 
men for whom she had knocked on 
wood. She had not loved them. She had 
merely wanted them to live. 

Only one person had ever wanted 
more for him than that he should merely 
go on living. Only one person had ever 
loved him. He was glad now that, on 
that first night of his return to Brittany, 
he had lacked the courage to tell her the 
truth. At least he had spared her that. 

“Sergeant Scott!” 

He moved forward lightly, through 
the door of the bar, toward the future, 
with an eagerness for what lay ahead 
that, since the night Brittany when 
the pain began, Scott had thought he 
would never know again. For the first 
time in a dozen years he was not think- 
¢ of the pain. For the first time in a 
dozen years there was only one thought 
in his mind: soon the long loneliness 
would be over. 

Jeanine had waited three years for 
him to come back to her in Brittany 
Now that he was free at last, she would 
surely wait the litte time that remained 
before he came back to her forever. 
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A LITTLE LATE 


(continued from page 74) 

“What're you,” she asked, her pretti- 
ness disappearing, “the cleverest kid in 
the class?” 
a the school.” 

The car drew up in 
Chambord. 
Just don’t get too ——” she said, pull- 
on her gloves. 
Let's go.” he said, getting out of the 
ar. “We're running a little late.” 





front of the 














Everything at the Chambord is cooked 
to order and. in an effort to impress the 
distinguished party, even more time than 
usual had been consumed. Except for 
having run overtime, however, the meet 
ing had been a success. The New Star 
had been Iaconi¢ and chiary , the tele- 
vision people most understanding. As 
Tink skillfully led the discussion, he 
simultaneously dd to rearrange the 
over-crowded schedule. He saw now that 
at Icast one whole appointment would 
have to be canceled. 

At the curb, the farewells were sud- 
denly abrupt. “Thanks a lot, fellow 
we've got to step.” said Tink. 

“See you soon.” she was saying, as he 
swung her into the car. They drove off. 

“On the double. huh, Charlie 
said to the chauffeur. 

“Where to? Be nice to know 

Tink consulted his notebook 
“UN Buildi he said and closed the 
glass partition which separated them 
from the driver. 

“Whats there?" she frowned. 

"No problems —a fitte handshaking 
and some pictures with the Indian dele- 
gation 

“Suills?” she asked. 

Taybe a lite newsreel stuff, too,” 

“No newsreels.” she said. 

“Why not? 

"You come out looking like a hung- 
over freak, that’s why not.” 

Tink took off his hat, put it back on, 
and rolled his tongue over his gums. 

“Baby.” he said, “remember what 1 
was telling you a while ago? 
Whei 
About let me handle it?” 

She breathed three or four deep 
aths. 

“Well. if they're going to shoot film,” 
she stid. “IN have to put my cps on.” 
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“Wha'd'y On your teeth?” She 
began to search her handbag. “For stills 
it’s all right, but on film you have to 
open your chops once in a while.” She 
found a small gold box and from it 
took her dentures one by one, snapping 
them onto her front teeth, expertly. For 
some hidden reason, the act unnerved 
Tink. 

“Why didn’t you do that before?” he 
snapped, turning av 

She shouted at the back of his neck, 




















using the same high note for each word. 
“Because last week I did and they came 
off in my lunch! Satistied? 

The United Nations Building came 
nto view. 








While she was being photographed 
with the Indian delegates, Tink went to 
4 telephone and postponed her appoint- 
ment with William Peper of the World- 
Telegvam to the following day. As a re- 
sult of this, che follow y 
take on its own nightmare quality. At 
3:30 (running only half an hour late) 
she recorded an interview with Tex and 
Jinx. 

At 4:15 (45 minutes late) she turned 
up at a meeting of the studio's sales 
department and was rushed out before 
the complete staff was aware that she 
had arrived. 

On the way back to the hotel she had 
her say. “Better not to go at all, rather 
pan in and out like chat. 

Quiet.” 

“You bad to drag me out like some 
stunt dummy just when I'm talking to 
the people who have to sell me? The one 
thing I don’t want to get is the repu- 
tation for stuck-up.” 

“Everybody loves you.” 

“But if the sales department — 

Listen! This next is the big one. 
Here's where we go for the biggest 
score in the busine: 

“I know, but 

“The work it is they put 
these people on and they'll do a lot of 
stufl — research, writing, pictures — but 
they don’t know yet if it's going to be 
a shot or a page or a spread or a cover 
or a whoknowswhat. It could turn out 
anything. Depending.” 

“On what?" 

“On how the whole setup strikes them 
as they go along—and the whole per- 
sonality.” 

“Don't worry about my personality. 

“Will you for the love of ——2” He 
pinched his eyes, then continued, 
control. 

“You give them the right kind of jazz, 
you're liable to wind up on the front, 
but if all they get is a lot of wet lips 
and cheesecake, it could turn out a big 
nothing. Remember that Marlon Brando 
spread cating corn flakes out of a box 
and playing a flute? Scuff like that. 

“Playing a flute?” 

“An example. It’s got to have color 
and — 

“For color I 
make-up.” 

“No, I don’t mean —no, when I say 
color —I don’t mean color, I mean ——* 
He took off his hat and stretched his 
facial muscles. “Oh, brother! he mur- 
mured. 

“You mean like taking a shower?” 

“Been done.” 

“Well, let them think of something.” 

“They will.” 









































































have to change my 





“How long is this session anyway?” 

He glanced at his notebook. “Hour 
and a half. 

“And a half she exploded. 

He bounced, nervously. “Don't do 
that, will you?” 

“And a half!” she repeated, with less 
volume but more intensity. 

‘This is the biggest break in show 
business. you cluck,” he yelled. “And I 
assure you it’s worth two hours. three, 
four, seven of your valuable uranium 
time! Now pipe down and stop bugging 
me before I hang one on you!” 

They drove along in silence. ‘The 
driver turned around to study them, 
briefly. After a time, she spoke: 

“Where'd you get that temper?” she 
asked. “It's a beaut.” He studied his 
notebook without replying. “That's what 
happened to my uncle,” she added. 

He looked up. “What?” 

“The one who brought me up,” she 
explained. “And my aunt.” 

He looked at her. “Start from the be- 
ginning,” he said quietly 

“Thats how he died. He gave one 
yipe like that and kecled over. 

“Who was he yipeing at? 

“Me.” 

He nodded. “What I thought.” 

They reached the hotcl. Upstairs they 
found Miss Richter, Tink’s secretary, 
going over some background files with 
Helen Ort, the researcher. 

“Sorry, Helen,” he said. “We're run- 
a little Tate.” 

The New Star came forward, both 
ds outstretched. “Hello,” she said. 
Miss Ort took one of the hands. 

“Miss Ort, Miss Apoplexy,” he s 
introducing. 

She started for the bedroom. 

“There's a man in there,” warned 
Miss Richter. 

“One of ours.” explained Miss Ort. 

In the bedroom « tall. rangy young 
man stood on a chair, shocless, affixing 
a small spottight to the wall. He turned 
as she came 

She approached the chair 
up her hand. He took it for 2 moment. 
She went to the dressing table and took 
off her hat. She looked back in his 
and found him still standing on 
tching her. She spoke slowly 
and somewhat tremulously. “Don't I 
know you from somewhere?” 

“Put on your g 
he suggested. 

“How come you know so much about 
me and glasses?” she asked. 

He stepped off of the chair and came 
to her. When he was close enough, he 
leaned down and brought his face close 
to hers. 

“Holy God, Steve,” she whispered. 

Got it on the first guess,” he ssid. 

Tint came in, asking. “Well, how 
goes?” 
ine,” said Steve. 
ny special angle? 
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ses, why don’t you?” 



















All set.” 








the ONE GIFT they DON’T have... 
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MOPPER® tony "Sion 


AFTER-BATH ROBE 


Here's the great ble, wonderful “terry bear” of a 
robe that towels you dry instantly, cozily after 
tub, shower or swim. Made of thick, thirsty 
‘snow-white Cannon terry, with yards of comfort 
able fullness, ragian sleeves, draft-screen collar 

... it's a whopper of a Mopper! Two big “carry- 
all” pockets, wrap-around bell, tassel tie, press- 
on initial for personalizing, Fits men, women 
perfectly. For 6-footers, order king-size . _. only 
$1.00 more. & great buy! Get several .. . for your- 
self, for gifts, for guests. Sorry, no C.0.D.'s. 


Gift-ready in clear plastic 
Git racy Ie ettemity) 96.95 ea. 
ROO 35¢ postage ea. Mopper (Save! 3 for $20) 


WOODMERE MILLS, INC. 
DEPT. 253 BENNINGTON, VERMONT 








MINK? 
for your Playmate 


Well, not exactly. 


Looks like — Feels like but not as ex- 
pensive. The most amazing reproduction 
‘of Mink you've ever seen. Made into 
14x 14 throw pillows. Guaranteed to 


please your minx, or 95 
your money back. $7.95 eae ons 


SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER. SORRY NO COD's 


MINX UNLIMITED 


160 N.E. 40 ST. - MIAMI, FLORIDA 
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Reaching New Heights of Fashion 


MONOGRAMMED 
CUMMERBUND 
SET 


Perrone formal west a distinc 

Sr fstemiy pi Your inate 
tn eral script on i sun buckle 
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FOR BACHELOR APARTMENTS 








Best quality Cannon terrycloth fingertip 
guest towels: 11” x 18’. White only with 
black embroidered monograms. $2 the set of 
two, postpaid. Please send check or money 
order to: PIONEER TRADING COMPANY, 
659 No. State St. Chicago 10, Il 


GENUINE PLATINUM HEART 


Perfect 
white diamond, 

14 Kr. white gold chain 
Hf you want 10 give 

oo wear = the fests 
You'll want” this mag 
mifceatly | sculptured 
PLATINUM pendant, 
crowned by a selected, 
perfeet white dias 
mond. A remarkable 
Value’... possible enty 
by purchasing direct 
fromthe manufacturer, 
Beautifully” gift pack 
aged. Allow 7 days for 
delivery. 


$22.95 


Postpaid. Price, includes 


ACTUAL SIZE 


Satisfaction ix absolutely 
‘guaranteed with x S-day 
Money-back "after. “Send 
Sheckler M.O. NoG.0.0.'s Federal taxes & N.C 
please. sales tax 

PLATINUM MFG. CO., INC., Dept. P., 20W. 48St.,N.¥.36 


Pure 24K Gold Cloth 
Vestee & Imported 


Satin Gloves 
Vester. soft ns silk, fits 
bust size, $12.05 "prepa! 
loves In black, 
Fed oF green, stretch to th 

size hand, $1.00 pre 











SCINTILLA” 5718 N. Kenmore, PB, Chicago 40, Ill. 


Gra tERON Se )CO EMIS OLD Eee 


‘APPROX. 2000 YEARS OLD... 


! ‘GENUINE ROMAN 
COIN CUFF LINKS 





1 

 warurat Bronze. $12.95 

TIN GoUD FINISH. $19.95 
TIE TACKS. 1 $5.95 


[WITH HISTORY AND POUCH 
ANCIENT COIN, 47 FOX ST., AURORA, ILt 


Light better 
ELECTRICALLY! 


eed 
i work 


PLR Coanpoe od " 


29-28 64st Bue, Lang alan City 1. 1LY,» Sten 4.2647 








“Well, no—but I thought we might 
start with a little bedroom gonk.” 
-the-life-of routine! 
“No, just some easy actior 
“How about one of me washing my 











Steve spoke. “What do you have in 
the way of lounging pajamas? Any- 
thing?” : 











2 
Well. wardrobe gave me a whole 
trunk of junk here.” She flung it open, 
expertly. “Help yourself. 

Steve began to examine the selection. 
Behind him, a violent pantomimic ex- 
change took place, during which neither 
of the participants understood the other. 

Steve turned into the room. “Junk is 
right.” he pronounced. 

“Hal” she said, with a wiumphant 
look Tink. 

“Nothing there at all?" asked Tink, 
politely. 

For the fashion guys, maybe — but 1 
was looking for something a litde on 
the realer side.” 

“Why don’t I use my regular nightie 
and robe? My own.” 

“Let's see.” 

On me or in the hand?” 

“On, I guess.” 

“Five minutes.” 

Vink looked troubled. He touched 
Steve's elbow as he said, “Come on, I'll 
give you a drink.” 

The men started out as she began 
unzippering her skirt. Steve turned to 
look back. Tink moved him out into the 
sitting room just in time, aud closed the 
door. 

“Child of 
smiling. 

‘What can I get vou?” 

“A double anything.” 

Miss Richter began mixing drinks. 

“1 suppose you must be sick of hear- 
ing abour it.” said Tink, “but I thought 
your bullfight spread was the damndest, 
most marvelous thing I ever saw in my 
whole life.” 

“Ditto,” said Miss Richter. 

“Not sick at all.” said Steve. 

Miss Richter handed him a drink. 

“Thanks.” He held the glass aloft and 
studied it. “Say. this is a mighty brown 
one, isn’t it? 

“What the hell 

“True enough 

They drank. 

“[ had no idea they were goi 
put you on this,” said Tink. 
‘Tell you the wuth,” said Miss Ort, 
“neither did 1.” 

‘Tink hesitated. then spoke with cau- 
tious humor. “What I'm eying to figure 
is are we promoted or you demoted?” 

All four laughed, carefully. 

“No, I take it I'm still up there,” said 
Steve. “Your little lady is a large story. 

“Yes, but what I meant — out of your 
line.” 

“{ take pictures of people, that’s all,” 
































nature, eh?” said Steve, 


























said Vink. 


























said Steve. 

“Sounds simple.” 

“That bullfight thing you just men- 
tioned. How many bulls did you count?” 

“I don’t know. A lot.” 

“Four. 

“Really?” 

“That's all. The rest were people 
watching and behaving the way they do 
in that time and place. That's the angle 
I see here. What happens to Ginderclla 
after happily ever alter?” 

“You asking me? 

“No. but it’s an angle. Let's delve 
it, Helen.” 

‘Could be,” said Helen, “with enough 
candids.” 

Steve continued, “What's a tot of 
shiny pictures of a shiny female? They 
do that at the studio — better. ['d like 
to catch the girl. Unposed,” 

“That'll be the day.” 
Richter. 

“Why?” 

“Unposed?” 

The bedroom door opened and The 
New Star framed herself in the door- 
way, languorously. 

“AIL ready,” she said. 

The four onlookers laughed. 

She broke out of her pose abruptly, 
put her hands on her hips and used 
other voice to ask, “What's so funn 

Steve finished his drink in a gulp and 
started for the bedroom 

“Any help?” asked Miss Ort. 

“No, thanks,” said Steve. “Let me just 
pot around here for a while and see 
what I get. Then tomorrow we'll see 
how it sets up with what you've got so 
far.” 

He went into the bedroom, 

“OK,” said Miss Ort, and she prepared 
to leave. "Gan I drop you? she asked 
Miss Richter. 

“Let's drop each other,” replied Miss 
Richter, “at the nearest Slenderella! 

They left swiftly, as though glad to. 

The New Star approached Tink. 
“OK2" she asked, confidentially, 

“You asking me? I thought you knew 
it all.” 

She turned from him, angrily, and 
marched into the bedroom saying, “OK 
OK OK OK OK!” Steve, preparing his 
cameras, looked up. 

“OK wh he asked. 

“Where do you want me?” 

“Get over there by the window and 
just be looking out.” She moved across 
the room. “No, the French window . . - 











suid Miss 









































ay you do.” 





never look out. 
"Well, do it now . . . That's better.” 
He focused. “What're you thinking 
about?” he asked. 
“Nothing.” 
“Try somethin, 
“For instance 
He moved to her and held a light 














meter under her chin. “About the old 
days, maybe,” he said softly. 

“I never do.” 

“Why not? Were they so bad?” 

“$0 good.” 

He moved 
justed his came 








from her and ad- 
‘a again. “This way a 









Tittle That's enough Now 
would you wy — 
Tink stepped into the room. “I’ve 


got to bang on the phone a little.” he 
xplained. “Mind if I close this door?” 
“Not me,” said Steve. 

“What's next?” she asked Tink. 
Steve made a picture, and moved to 
change his angle. 

“We're having a drink with some of 
the dailies. Important with three verys. 
Unbumsteering them, Where they pick 
up some of this stuff?” replied Tink 
“That's as soon. as € through here. 
TH meet them downstairs and you can 


















you 





He turned to Steve. “Any idea when 
that'll b 
“No,” said Steve, intent on his work. 
“Don’t rush me, 
Just asking. We're running a litle 











Well, I'm no photomat machine 
idl Steve, testily. 
id Tink, retreating. 

“And then what?” she asked. 

“That dinner thing with Panama and 
Frank. They want to tell you this other 
idea. Then we hook up with The Brass 
i at the theatre, then I suppose 
“21" for about an hour or so, but no 
more because I've got the fan mag bunch 
set up in about six different clubs — about 
15 minutes each joint ought to do it.” 

“Wow!” said Steve. softly. 
xcuse me,” said Tink. He lefe, clos- 
ing the door. 
down here a minute,” said Steve, 
nging cameras. 
‘You hear that?” 
‘hat schedule?” 
MAE 

Steve laughed. “I bet you're about 
the only girl I know has any idea what 
it must be like to be Queen of Eng- 
Tand.” 

“Oh sure.” she said bitterly. “I'm some 
queen!” She began to cry. 

Steve put aside his camei 
to her 

“Go ahead,” she wept. “Keep on snap- 
Natural stuff" 

She got up, violently, and flung her- 
self across the room to the dressing 
table. She pulled three picces of Kleenex 
out of the satin-covered container, blew 
her nose, and brought herself sharply 
into control. “Don't mind me,” she said. 
“Let's go.” 

No, 1] want to talk a minute.” 

“You a talker? I thought a photog- 
rapher.” 

“One of each.” 



































and came 
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ACCESSORIES FOR THE COMPLEAT DRINKER 
SPANISH WINESKIN (bota) 


The vitimote in swill flosks. Convenient, picturesque, 
and cbsolutely the most efficient item ever devised 
for throwing picnic, a beach perty or a fraternity 
blost into hysterics. 


Superb olso for ski trips, booting end football 
games, this cuthentic imported bota is made of 
genuine leather with plastic lining, holds one liter, 
is suitable for ony variety of grog, and should lost 
lifetime. 


Only $5.75, ppd. Sotistaction guoranteed. 
DRINKING SWEATER 


Excellent warmup garment for drinking bouts, beer 
blasts, and other sporting events. Made of quality 
cotton fabric in white only. Sizes: S, M, L & XL. 
Availoble with or without hood, please specify. 
Only $5.75, ppd. Setisfaction guaranteed. 

No C.0.D.s please. 


Also: Sweatshirts imprinted to order with 
your own words, organization neme and/or 
emblem. Write for details and prices. 

Free catalog furnished on request. 








CAMPUS CASUAL COMPANY 


Dept. 6, P.O. Box 3493, Richmond Heights 17, Mo. 


RAFFERTY’S “Famous Last Laughs” 


Smorty Signs fromed in noturol oak, reody to hang. Black 
‘on glossy white. $1.50 eo. Order now by number & title: 
1. Next Week We've Got to Get Organized, 2. Plan Ahead. 
3. Be Neot. 4. Order by number for men’s dorm, lounge, 
pool room. Sorry, we can’t print all of this one here, 
5. It's a Business to Do Pleasure with You. 6. QUIET. 
Genius at Work. 7, Don’t Be a Crank—Be o Self-Starter. 
8.t May Look Busy but I'm only confused. 9, FLUNK NOW 
Avoid the Rush Loter. 10, Money Isn't Everything but it's 
away chead of whatever's in second place. 11. Use Your 
Head; i's the little things that count. 12. If You Are Not 
Seeg Positive... ASK. (Actuol Size: 6” x 12") 
Send check or money order ($1.50 per sign) to 


RAFFERTY’S Specialty Co. 7392 Forsyth + St.Louis 5, Mo. 



































FOUND IN A U.S. WAREHOUSE 


GENERAL CUSTER’S 
7th CAVALRY 
CAMPAIGN HAT INSIGNIAS 


There's hardly anyone who grew_up in 
Americo that hasn't read about Custer's 

Lost Stond at the Little Big Horn with the 

voliant troopers of the 7th U.S. Cavalry. 

That's why when we found these crossed 

saber brass hat insignias, it gave us a thrill 

history to the clank of sobers and the muffied thud of horses’ hoofs. 
ignics appear to be new—others have obviously been worn. Thet, too, gave us an eerie feel- 
1 and if you're not a collector or a student of history, you'll be glad to know that 

ecsily worn as a lapel button for men, or a rin for women. 

ing ‘em (aren't enough cnyway), you'll still have to go 
‘2 oF Unique pin. Your chance to own this bit of history—just $2 ppd., each. 


ARMS & WEAPONS, Dept. P-2, 40 East 40th Street, New York 16, N.Y. 


‘and the feeling of reaching back 
Some of the 


While you're not likely to stort c fod by wi 
some to find more distin 





— 


IT'S TRE GREATEST!! Decorate your Desk, Bar or Mantel = Popular wursser a 


Personalized souvenie Mug. These genuine Chioaware Mugs are one of tho 
facteat selling Mugs in the 49 States, U. S. Powcuions and Cansda.-:- Cresta 
fon hand for virtually any U.S. or Canadian College, including National 
+ of Sororities, moet Nationst Clubs. Lodges or Orgnniz 
wnin, Elks, Masonic Orders, etc, Army. Navy, 
and Coast Guard. (Special crests made up to order. Write for deta 
These beautifully modeled mugs are emboued in a modern Gre 
accented by glistening 22 Kt, gold decoration. 
black of white Chinaware. Size $4.7 tall, 34 
n= Send check or money order with order. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Orders shipped in two weeks. -= Orders for Chri 
mae delivery must be received by December Sth. If for gift, seed your card 
to enclose io gift wrapped package. ATTENTION: 20% discount for orders 
of 12 Mugs of more. Write for catalog showing twelve other pottery items 
available. 

















Send order today toz Postpaid fo any 


EAST LIVERPOOL CHINA CO. 


Liverroot, On1o 





Name of School or Organization. 
Crest, Year Date or Name of 
City,” plus Personal Neme post: 

to any address, $3.95 each. 





Department P-12 — East 
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PLAID-BOY SHIRT 
Shirt for him, companion tunic for her. Rich 
blanket wool plaid of brown, black and gold. 
Sizes $, M, Land XL. Mail orders promptly filled. 
Shirt, $19.95 


Tunic... 513.95 
‘80d 50¢ postage 





















POCKET WATCH SHOP—Cumberfand Center, Maine 


‘write for ilustated catalog of urusual gifts and sportswear é 


DBZEN 
PERSDNALIZED 
GOLF BALLS 
IN SMART. 
RE-USABLE CASE 


Top-quality, liquid 
center golf balls made 
by" one” of “America’s 
Feading manufacturers 





with golfer's same ex- 
Bertly imprinted on 
bth sides ‘of each ball. 
A distinctive gift, for 
Uhat “golfing friend or 
business associate. Only 
$9.95 per dozen” Pod. 
Please "print desired 
ame’ (or names) care 


POWER SALES COMPANY 
BOX 113-€ Willow Grove, Penna. 


SDRAWKCAB SNUR EMIT* 


on this 


KRAZY 
KLOK 


*Time Runs Backwards 

An Hleeuie Wall Clack 0 
PS PERFECE Time ‘hot 
UNTER 

























oad, 





$7.98 postpoid, Tex included 
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FAMOUS 

FLORENTINE CHESS SET! 
Authentic reolicas of Vth 
Century handcarved _Chessmen 
Originally owned by Cosimo de 
Medici and now on display 
in the Ufizi Palace in Flor 
ence.” Each simulated, Wry 
piece heavily wei ‘and 
felted. ‘Kin 4 tnches. 





Box 27125-P-2 
Los Angeles 27, Ci 





HOLDS 


200 


RDS! 





ust, Waltings for your 
th 200 PP atta 


Audtresa, ae 
cu 





She sat down and looked at him. He 
sat down opposite her. 

This was no accide: 

“What no accident?’ 
signment. It didn’t just hap- 
pen. L asked for it. And I'm a power 
over there right now, see? So J swung 
some weight.” 

“Why didn’t you just call up? T mean 
any time in the last —what is it? Six, 
seven years?” 

“Five, honey, five! We're agi 
enough, don’t age us any faster.’ 

“Hard to believe.” she murmured. 
“Five years go by and bang! we're 
couple of powers. So why didn’t you? 

“Well, for a year there I was hurt, 
then for a year I was sore, another year 
I forgot about you, then a year some- 
body else —and this last year f've been 
thinking practically about nobody but 
myself. Maybe that’s how I got to be a 
power. How did you?” 

“['m no power. I just said that.” 

“Then the other day, there was your 
picture upside down on a desk. And I 
thought I'd like to sce you. Right side 
up.” 

“Vin glad.” 

“Why? 

She shru nd said, “Ics friendly 
—not much of that around.” 

“Used to be. 

‘No more.” 

“Sure more. Only not for us. We're 
powers. We've got work to do. 

“So let's do it.” she said, abruptly. She 
swung around to face the mirror on her 
dressing table and began brushing her 
hair. Steve picked up two cameras and, 
alternating, began shooting. 

“T'm not quite —" she be; 

“Forget I'm here.” 

\ silent. game developed. She. at- 
tempting to take advantageous positions 
and assume attractive expressions; he, 
attempting to avoid committing these 
to film and, instead, choosing the mo- 
ments in between. 

“You given up hoofing 
“L mean completely?” 

“Just about. Elbow up @ little. Oh, 
once in a while I do 
to see if 1 fall down or wh, 

“You were pretty good. 
Vhat’s about Pretty good. ‘Too 
much. Down.” 

“Here?” 

“But weren't you always more inter- 
ested in this? In ¢ 2 

“Good. What about you and dancing? 
Wet your lips.” 

“You kidding? 
last picture 

“Didn't sec.” 

She laughed. “Told my fan club about 

they'd chop you in little pieces.” 
Th: h brushing. For me, I 





i.” he said. 
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she asked. 





time step just 














I danced in my two 








“s enoug! 
mea 

She put dow 
to adjust her 








the brush and began 
nakeaup with care and 





skill. Steve knelt, bent, lay on the floor, 
shot into the mirror, over the mirror, 
from near and . They continued to 
talk. 

“Did you know that show wa 
to be a bomb when we started in? 
asked. 

“No, f thoughe it was great stuff. Take 
a breath. 

“It was, too. At least our part of iv 
The dancing.” 

“What I meant.” 

“Boy. that first day. Was I scar 

“1 know. I was watching you.” 

“Right from bang?” 





ving 
she 




















ly 














told you about it. At the time. 
Eyes wider.” 
thought that was just part of the 








line. 

“T wasn’t usi line in those days. 
I had my youth. Closer to the mirror. 

“Hard to believe. 

“When'd you first. glom 
asked. 

“1 don’t remembe 

Sure you do. The third day. Smile. 
{ bought you a Goke in the morui 
break. And you carried on like it w 
a magnum of champagne.” 

“No, before that. When he first started 
working on the lifts and he told every- 
body stop and watch you—how you 
were doing it.” 

‘Yeah — ?” 

“That's when I first saw you 

“Well, damn me, Spine straight. 1 
could've saved myself the dime for the 
Coke, hu 
Sure. 

“Well, gone now,” he said, chan; 
the direction of his key light. “Fe 
it, 

“You didn’t.” 

“Curiosity. 

“That's all?’ 

“And a few questions.” 

“Go ahead.” 

There was a pause. 

No,” he said, “Now 
doesn’t seem to matter.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Well, usually when J miss — and miss 

bad —I got some idea of where 1 went 
wrong. Don't slouch. Like once, if it 
hadn't been for one stupid joke 1 made 
at a crucial moment —I would now be 
the loving husband of the fourth richest 
be in Brazil. Think of 
You poor kid.” 
Sit over here, That's it. Relax. Loo! 
ing back — I've made all the manly mis- 
es. I'ye been too dumb and too smart 
and too fast and slow and tough and 
tender—the works. I've done all the 
wrong things along with most of the 
right ones. So when I miss —so 1 miss — 
but I make a note.” 

“OK to laugh?” 

“And I've been brushed and dropped 
and fired and locked out — and once. I 
admit it — picked right up off my feet 
and thrown out —she was an Olympic 








me?" he 






































I'm here, it 






































THE BEAT GENERATION KIT 


A must for a cool 
Yule. The kit in- 
cludes a quality 
Tee shirt (Sizes 
S,M, L, XL), car 
sticker and but- 
ton. All three 
items proudly 
emblazoned with 
red and black 
official seal. 
Complete kit onty 
$2.00 Send check 
oe money order 
0: 


ENTERPRISES 
St. Louis 24, Mo. 
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#1 Crosswinds 


4 Neatest way to carry 
your liquor since 
Prohibition! Pours 
like a bottle— 
caps screw on tight, 
Lightweight, leak- 
proof, odorless and 
tasteless. Great 
sport as a gift or a 


conversation piece 
Holds full pint. With 
carzying strap. Mon- 
ey-back guarantee. 


$2BIs POSTPAID 
3 No COD's 


=) LOVE-LY PRODUCTS 


P.O. BOX 1204 
Soke 4 Phi 


waelphia 5, P9. 
GODDESS OF 
FERTILITY 


A cheaty wench with a fateful 
smile, Legend has it, that she 
who is smiled upon by Zulu- 
Dubu will soon be blessed with 
many, many children. The 
whole gruesome story is told 
‘on a tag around her neck. You 





can see the charm of thia 
monster as a gift for newly- 
weds. She's 83) inches tall, 


made of composition, finished 
in ebony black, $2.00 each, 
postpaid. 
SCULPTURE MART 
Dopt. B, Box 191, Station A 
TOLEDO 5, OHIO 


MEN—and Womon, too! 


EXEROW. 


for your 

HEALTH 
Chr} 

FIGURE 


os 


Send for tj 


FREE BOOKLET 


RIDE and ROW THE BATTLE CREEK WAY! 
Enjoy mose efficient health-building rowing 
AND siding! Natural HYDRAULIC 
rowing plus benefits of horseback 
adjusts for mild exercise or strenuous w 
as you wish. Rhychmi 
seat_and_ pedals ““symmetrizes”” 
e figure EXEROW safely normalizes 
improves HEALTH and appear 
IAWte TODAY for Inerture an Heiee 


Patte Crook EHR GR 


HANS*3527 ING 


The new fun hobby, bound to entertoin ond omoze 
your friends. Learn by mail easily at home. Send 
today for free instructions. No obligation. 


INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 
Desk 40, Springfield, Missou 















swimmer, not bigger than me, just 
stronger! But I was never—what the 
hell was it like? — disintegrated — the 
way I was with you.” 

Wait a second. Cramp.” 

“We were going so mellow, you and 
me. Head back. Whoa! Standard opening. 
King’s gambit, the look, the smile, the 
Coke, the cab, the midnight movie, the 
long walk home, the sit on the steps, 
the kiss on the cheek, the hand squeeze, 
the Sunday date — the not going too [ast 
—the Biiig Talk. And all of a sudden — 
we're in Boston and it's like we'd never 
thinking of getting some- 
body to introduce us all over again.” 

“I know. I was there.” 

“The silent treatment. Not sore, just 
not there. Can you give me more chest. 
sort of? That's it. And pretty soon 
after —you're right up there with ‘The 
Boss. so I figured oh well. ‘Then I hear 
that's off, if it was ever on, and if the 
show hadn't closed I'd’ve gone nuts try- 
ing to figure you out, babe. You're no 
tease, that much I'm sure of. So what 
is with you? Or was, at least?" 

“If you'll shut up a second and give 
somebody else a chance to get an edge- 
wise.” 

“You're on.” 

“The thing you don't realize is—I 
got stuck on you and I didn’t want to 
be 



































“Why not? Get on the floor.” 
“Wrong time, So I got stuck off.” 
“Just like that 
“No, it was tough.” 

“But you made itl” he said 
your legs. 
I’m trying some truth; 
be sarcastic, go ahead.” 

“No, not like that. Cross-legged. Like 
this. You were stuck on me till The 
Boss gave you a nod. You must've been 
stuck on with spit!” 
he Boss thing was way before —" 

“Before what?” 

“Before you.” 

“What?” 

“How do you think T got in the 
show —on my talent?” 

“Well, damn me. Lean back!" 
So after you started in on me I had 
is problem. Here was The Boss — and 
here was just « hoofer in the chorus — 
getting me so [ couldn't sce straight. 
But a peculiar. Not even big talent you 
could hope something would happen 
maybe someday. Just a hoofer —all the 
time taking snapshots on the side.” 

“Look away. Higher. Don't pose.” 
got so I used to forget to sleep 
Why?" 
Because I could feel myself slippi 
nd any minute it was going to be the 
hell with it and then where? Where my 
two sisters are and practically every one 
of my girliriends from home. After all, 
I didn’t have to come to New York and 
go through the kind of mill 7 went 
through to wind up in a kitchenette 


“Cross 


you want to 
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your 
Playmate 
a STYLISH 
with a ie 
PLAY CAPE coMrorr 
In Flaming Red or Forest 
Green 100% ‘ool Harned, 
telmmed with cooeranting ¢mbroldered bolls berttes. 
ell dood ac leaarels) block 2) 1 ic packstal 
Sizes S$, M. Le $29.05 nnd 





red with, 





‘Tapored slacks tn durk grey flannel, erubroi 
red mal white raKe-huds 

‘Bizes 24. 26, 48, 30........06, - + $29.95 ppd 
Cofaleg Avoilable on Request 
Please send check or money order to: 


The Country Loft 


5 EAST SUPERIOR ST., DULUTH 2, MINN. 
















IDEAL 
GIFT FOR 
GOLFERS 


Imported 
Jeweler’s- 
quality wrist 
watch-type 
scorekeeper. 

imply click off 
each stroke os 
you ploy! Easy 
to use. Eosy 10 
feed. “Accurot 
hondsome ond sturdy. A. superb prestige gift or 
prize thet could cost five times os much. Bott mens 

‘ond women’s models evoiloble, 

$6.95 Postpaid, fully guaranteed 

Plecse send check or money order to: 


JUNG'S oistrieurors 
72D N. 8th St., Sheboygan, Wisconsin 





=um IN $3 BILLS 


You've all heard the expression, “funny as a 


three dollar bill." Well, here's your chance to 
prove that such an animal really exists—it does 
in the form of these honest-to-goadness Repub- 
lic of Texas three dollar bills issued in 1836 
and used as legal tender for ten years. Ob- 
ously no Texan should be withcut o wad of 
his wallet—but there’s no reason why 

the rest of you can't have a tot of fun, too. 
Chances are you won't be able to spend it, but 
just think, 334 reo! three dollar Bills! You'tl 
have 2 ball with ‘em! Light cigarets, be a big 
fipper, confuse your pals—and be the first one 
in your neck of the woods to sport a bankroll 
of threes. How can you go wrong for $1.98? 
Even wallpaper costs more, and obviously the 
supply of these is limited. First come, first 
served. We've ‘ie enough to fill about 2500 
orders. After all, where else can you get a 
thousand bucks for $1.98 ppd. Three thousand 
bucks in threes, $5; five thousand smackers for 
$7 ppd. No C.0.D."s. Money back guarantee. 
BANNER SUPPLY, 1308-PB eoln Bidg., N.Y. 17 
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A LOVING GIFT FOR 
LOVING COUPLES 





ul 


personalized Matching 
pillow slips 

per pair 
The ultimate in a tender, romantic 
gift. Says so much when you give it 
and goes on saying it day after day, 
night after night. Fine quality, deep 
hemmed, white pillow slips, standard 
size. Heart and name in beautiful 
deep pink. Embroidered by hand in 
heart-shaped design. Also available 
personalized, but without heart design. 


Please print the two names plainly. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. No C.0.D. 


net 


IDEAL GIFT FOR CHRISTMAS, 
ANNIVERSARIES, WEDDINGS 
‘OR ENGAGEMENTS 





please. Orders filled promptly. ><tandline 


adam and eve 
Dept. PB, 8020 Central Park. Skokie, Minos 


‘Charge 








WISCONSIN CHEESE 


PACK No. 9 Eight of Wisconsin's famous cheeses 
packed in a cule lille re-usable gift box. Our Box 
©' Treals is indeed a rore treat for anyone on 
your gift 
SHIPPING WEIGHT 1% LBS, — Postpoid $3.25 


PLASTIC CHEESE PRESERVER 
que BAG AND BEAUTIFUL 











BROCHURE SENT ON REQUEST 
MEMBER. WIS. GIFT CHEESE SHIPPERS ASSOCIATION 


THE SWISS CHEESE SHOP 


BOX 4293 © MONROE, WISCONSIN 
YOU CAN BUILD THE BEST HI-FI. 


SAVE 50% WITH F7a72B,° 


NEW FM TUNER 
KIT... $39.95* 
4, WIRED... $65.95° 
= COVER $3.95 


“Less cover 


FELT. incl 
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dreaming about maybe an electric dish- 
washer for Christmas.” 

“Tum away a little. Enough. Now 
stretch. Try to touch the wall. That's 
good. Once more? OK. Sit up agair 

“Could we stop a minute?” 

“Rather not. 1 get a kind of rhythm 
going and —” 

“One cigarette.” 

“Go ahead. Don't mind me.” 

“No pictures smoking. though.” 

“Why not?” 

“The studio'll kill 'em.” 

“They won't even see them! What do 
you think this is? 

“Well, if J asked you to please not of 
me smoking would you?” 

“That's different.” 

He brought her a cigarette and lit it. 

“You don’t wear them at all anymore, 
The cyeg! 
isten. What goes on in front of me 
most the time, I'd just as soon sce 
fuzzy 

“Don't 1 remember something 
you and trying contact lenses?” 

“Ww a memory! Yuh, I did, 
turned out too much of a sweat.” 
setting them in?” 

“In was nothing. Out was the mur- 
derer. Especially that one night — half 
an hour I knocked myself out with those 
little suction cups and I couldn't get 
them out. You know why? Because they 
weren't int 

He winced, then kwughed. “Maybe you 
should've stuck with the lenses and cut 
out getting that looped 

“LT don’t do so much of that.” she said, 
seriously. “Just every so often when it 
gets to be whatthe-hell.” 

She squirmed into # patch of sunlight 
on the floor and smoked, thoughtfully. 
“What're you thinking?” he asked. 

“About uming. Everything in life is 
timing.” 

“Get back to the kitchenette.” 

“Huh?” 

“And you worrying about becoming 
a human being.” 

“What're you twisting what I say for?” 

“Go ahead.” 

“I was ready — practically ready —to 
go the distance with you and sce where 
we wound up—and all of a sudden — 
timing.” 

Like wha 

“Right after the opening in New 
Have: he Boss takes me aver to his 
money man’s house. In Greenwich. For 
dinner.’ 

Steve laughed. 
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“A mistake, huh?” 





“He didn't seem to break his heart 
any.” 

“And the money man?” 

“One of the finest gentlemen it 
ever my pleasure. Is.” 

“It’s still on? 

q 1 mean is not was because 
In fact, I saw 














pd, no. 
he’s not dead, after all. 
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less than the 
of one. 


him last night a minute. Morocco.” 
“You lucky girl.” 

See that again? Sarcastic.” 

so he was the end of me. That i 












‘What could I do? 
The room darkened as they sat si- 
lently. She finished her cigarette, rose 
from the floor, slowly, crossed the room 
to an ashtray and tamped out the butt. 
Should we go ahead?” she asked. 
Why not?” he replied, in a voice not 
his own, “That's what we're here for.” 
“What're you sore? Because I told the 
truth: 
“I'm not sore.” 
“You sounded. 
Not at you.” 
What at, then?” 
































“Nothing, Everything.” 

“Should I of passed it up? My 
chance?” 

"No." 

“Tt was one of those once in a Tife- 
time: 

TU say.” 

“All of a sudden from nothing, some- 
times less than nothing, i anything 





I wanted. Everything and then some. All 
T had to was name it 
‘Well, you wouldn’t've with me, that's 
a cinch,” he said. “Against the wall, 
now.” 

“I know. Other things, maybe even 
better things, but what I'm trying to 
explain is how it was at the time. At the 
time, that’s what I wanted.’ 

— thought you wanted,” 

“No, what I really, I'm not saying — 
you're getting it wrong —I don’t want 
to give the idea I think I made a mis 
take or ——1 mean after all..." She 
paused. 

Alter all what?” 
Look at where I got to.” 

“Where? Arms out.” 

‘And it was all him. Like this? All T 
had to do was think of something, pri 
tically, and that was it. No matter W! 
Finally, my hit. 

“He gave you that, too?" 

“Of course.” 

“Come on!” he said, impatiently. 

“He did. I heard about the spot but 
what chance did J have to mak So 
I mentioned it. Next thing you know 
I'm in. ‘Chen, instead of the one 
number, there’s the (ree and the big 
one spotted. 4nd special arrangements 
what's more and a lighting expert and 
two coaches, so how could 1 miss?” 

“You could've missed all right.” 

“Did you sce me in it? 
‘No, but I heard — right into the lens 
how — you were great 

“Thanks. So from that they started 
talking about pictures but I didn't know 
what to say on account of — you know — 
he's based around here. more or less — 
ind I didn’t Know how he'd feel about 
it or if to mention it to him but before 
T could, he mentioned it to me. Well, 











































































the one thing I never did with him w 
lie, so I didnt then. So boom he ar- 
ranges the whole thing. Even though 
he had to stay and I had to go, but I 
mean that's why I sty—a gentleman.” 
“Not so much eyes, {the love of —” 

But that’s when he told me, ‘Now 
you're on your own, missy. Pay atten- 
tion and do your work because I can’t 
help you any out there.’ He took me 
out as far as Sun Valley and we La 
wonderful month and that was it. He 
came back here and I went there. 
Scared. believe me. 

“What about?” 

“On my own again and a new busi- 
ness and always somebody yakking in 
your left car while somebody else in 
your right, and not knowing the score 
or who was who or what to do and not.” 

“But you figured it out all right.” 

“Took time. Five months I sat by the 
beach near Malibu with nothing ha 
pening. Then fora whole nother month, 
the tests. Black and white and color and 
every kind of hairdo and then I sat 
again. In that house up on Tower Road 
In two months I don’t think I used up 
one gallon of gas.” 

“Look up. But you used to ha 
pany once in a while, didn't you? 
Higher.” 

“That kind of remark you can sav 

“OK, queen.” 












































“There's another one.” 

“What do you want me, say noth- 
ing?” 

They worked for a time without 


speaking. Presently, she blurted, “What 
do you think the world is? There're 
people you have to handle, if you want 
to or not, if you're trying to get some- 
place without too much on the ball 
after all.” 

“Arms back of vour head.” 

“So T had a few friends, sure, why 
not? But most of the time I just sat 
there swe: . But the 
funny th you don't 
always know it when you see it, because 












you never know which one thing is 
going to lead to which other thing and 
that’s what I did and kept doing, until 
honestly, I began to feel like punchy 
and all of a sudden I wake up one 
morning and I'm it.” 

“You've left a little out. Let's see just 
one arm.” 

“L left a fot out. But I'm aying to 
give you the general ide: 

“I've got it.” 

“IE you ask me was it worth it— 

“Who 

"I'm just saying if. Well, it’s hard to 
say. Sometimes I enjoy it and sometimes 
I don't. There’re days when it fecls like 
I'm dreaming and sometimes I wish I 
could wake up.” 

“Chin down. More. 

“When I’m shooting you know what 
time 1 have to get up every morning? 

“How many guesses have I got?” 

There was a firm knock at the door, 

“Yes?” she called. 

Tink opened the door and stepped 
into the room. Ile looked somewhat 
flushed. An unlit cigarette dangled from 
his lips. He lit it before speaking. “How 
we doing?” he asked. 

“Warming up nicely,” said Steve 
think we're getting a good stack.” 

“Jim afraid if you haven't gow what 
you want by now,” said Tink, slow) 
“we'll have to fx up another date, 

“No, thanks,” said Steve, 

She took a step toward Tink, “I just 
as soon finish up now.” 

“Well, you don't happen to 
charge!” said Tink sharply. 

“Hey, hey! Lets not get too nasty, 
huh?” said Steve. 

“T've got a great idea,” 

“That so?” 

“Yeah. You do your job and I'll do 
mine,” 














ked you 












































be in 











said Tink. 


she bi 

“No.” he interrupted, “you took! I’ve 
been bouncing you on the knee for four 
days straight now and I've had it, Had 
it. The people downstairs, they've bee 
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very nice and patient, too, but they 
know I've been stalling them, and I 
don't want to do it much longer, so 
get dressed and be down there in five 
minutes, six at the most. At the most. 
He turned to go. 

She exploded. “I can’t be two places 
at once, goddammit!” 

He looked at her. “You can’t even be 
one place at once.” 

“What?” she fumed. 

“You know where I’m going?” he con- 
tinued, quictly. “Home. And put my 
feet up and tune in WQXR and fix 
myself about a quart of fresh orange 
juice and stretch out on my 10-foot sofa 
and put a stack of stuff on the floor 
where [ can reach it. And just sit there 
sipping and reading for several months. 
E happen to be a bug on the Civil War. 
That surprise you?” He moved toward 
her. “And as far as you're concerned, 
ladybug, you can —” 

“Don't say it, pal,” 


























said Steve, cutting 





‘Ah. the censor.” said ‘Tink. “Well, 
you can join her if you like.” 
He left, closing the door behind him 











ight.” she said. 
“You want to keep going or rest a 





minute?” 
“Cigarette.” 

They lit cigarettes. Steve sat while she 
piced the room, nervously. She stopped 
and looked through the closed door. 

“The crazy thing is,” she said, “he’s 
a nice fellow.” 

“Doubtless.” 











“But it happens. Like an end of the 
rope. a 
“I've got a theory,” he said. “You 





know what a shock treatment ts? 

“Sort of, ye 

“Well, you blow your stack it’s like 
a small shock treatment. Shakes up 
your marbles. I don't trust these even- 
tempered bastards. They scare me. 

‘ou think he'll lose h 

“More likely you'll lose yours. Good 
public relations men are hard to find.” 
ig Me agai 
Why not? We both enjoy it.” 
for yourself,” she said, putting 
igarette, 

He looked around the room, search- 
ing for an idea. 
were you 
“About that stock 
‘No, what mak: 
T think that m 
shots, at that.” 

She responded at once. in the manner 
of a well-trained model. She went to one 
of the bureau drawers and opened i 
“T'll have to use a clean pair,” she said. 
“OR?” 

“Who'll ever know?” 
atorially. 

She started into the bathroom, saying, 
“Til holler when.” 



























kiddin; he asked. 
ng-washing bash?” 

you think: 
ght be worth a few 

















id Steve, con- 






ae. 








“Right,” said Steve. “I'M reload.” 

A few minutes later she called, “Any 
time!” and Steve walked into the bath- 
room. He had no sooner crossed the 
threshold when he instinctively took a 
backward step, for there at the basin 
stood The New Star, washing her stock- 
ings, but wearing only panties and a 
brassiere. ‘This color?” she asked. 

Steve gulped. “Well, I don’t know if 
i's going to be in anything,” he said. 
“After all, this is more or less a family 
magazine.” 

“OK,” she 
cheerfully. “What else?" 

“No, no.” said Steve. “Let's grab a 
few just for the hell of it.” They grabbed 
a few. 

Afterwards, they shot a Jong and slow 
dressing routine. This was followed by 
an undressing routine. When they had 
finished, they went out into the sitting 
room and had a drink. Looking at her, 
Steve laughed. 

“What?” she asked. 
just going to si 
“that sitting there in the robe and nig 
gown, that ribbon in vour hair, those 
pompoms on your toes, you look like a 
little girl just before she gets into bed. 
Then I see that slug of scotch in one 
hand and the cigarette in the other.” 

“Some little girl,” she laughed. 

They looked at one another for a 
time. 














id, accepting the rejection 
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So how is it, ol’ pal?” he asked. 
“Everything in orde 
She looked away and. said, “Why 


should I complain?” 

“Because that’s how people m: 
things better, by complaining.” 

“What's your trouble?” she asked. 

“Me? My trouble is I don't seem to 
have enough fun. I worry about it all 
the time and even sometimes when I 
am I worry it’s going to be over too 
fast. I'm a mess if you want the truth.” 

‘Not such a.” 
You don't know. You haven't seen 
me in five, six hundred years.” 

“T'ye seen you,” she said softly. “In 
my head.” 

He finished his drink in one long slow 
draft. He set down his glass and looked 
at her until she blushed. 

“Don't get any wrong ideas.” she 
added. “What I was saying before — 
some of it didn’t come out the way I 
meant. I was telling it too fast or only 
certain parts, so maybe I sounded tarty. 
But it wasn’t all like that.” 

“Sure sure,” he mumbled, impatiently. 
“What's the difference?” 

“A Jot. I don’t care so much what 
people think —except some people I 
do.” 






































‘ou don't have to——" 


She cut off sharply. “Listen! I'm 
going to tell you something and you can 
believe it or not if you don’t want 
to.” Her face flushed, as she continued. 
“Ir’s been over a year that — well, just 
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nothing. And that's the truth. For one 
thing, four pictures and that’s no joke 
considering everything that goes with it- 
And, anyway, it was back then over a 
year ago I just decided the hell with it. 
I'd had my share.” 
You don't haye to 
She went on as though she had not 
heard him. “So they wanted to say in 
the columns it's serious with this one or 
that one? At least it kept the pack off.” 
Ie was his turn to blush, “Did I ask 




















‘0, that’s why I told you. If you 
asked me, I wouldn't've.” 

He rose. “Well, things sure can get 
some funny twisters on “em,” he said. 

The phone rang. 

“You don't believe me,” 





she said. 





The phone rang. 

“No, you don't. I can tell.” 

The phone ran 

“Aren't you going to answer that?” 
he asked. 

‘Il show you my diary 
The phone rang. 
“I keep a diary,” 

show it to you' 

The phone rang. 

“You want me to answer thar” he 
asked. “I'U say you're out. Anything.” 

“I'm telling you something.” 

The phone rang. 

“I don't want to read your goddam 
diary!” he shouted. 

‘The phone was still. 

“Why?!” she yelled back. 

There was a long-silence. 

“Because I believe you, zero-head.” 

“You want another drink?" she asked. 

“No, I don't. but I'll have one.” 

She went to.the bar, picking up his 
empty glass on the way. 

“And then, I better move,” he added, 
“it must be half-p Thursday.” 

“You should worry,” she said, prepar- 
ing his drink. “You've got some great 
pictures, haven't you?” 

“I think so, yes.” 

She brought him his drink. “Thanks,” 
he said, and kissed her cheek. He started 
into the bedroom, saying, "I'l get right 
out of your way. Sorry about the mess 
but I never learned how to do it neat.” 

In the bedroom, he began to unhook 
his lights and pack his gear, moving 
about the room swiltly. She came in. 

“Don't rush around like that,” she 
laughed. “You're wearing me out.” She 
flopped backward onto the bed, heaved 
a tremendous sigh of fatigue and lay 
absolutely motionless. 

From the floor Steve looked up at her. 

‘You all right?” he asked. 

“Mm-hmm.” Another sigh. 

“What're you doing?” he asked. 








she said, “and Vil 






































“Recharging my batteries,” she said 
hoarsely. 
“Don’t move,” said Steve. He rose, 


Rolleiflex in hand, and began photo- 
graphing the inert beauty. She opened 
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Sineks navy with olive: light Blue: turkey red with olive gold: soft 
five wfth’red Hight bives black with red gold: brown with Want 
tue clive $8.95 
Batiste oxford heraldle print—burnt gold graund with heraldie 
EMulds in rea black with stripes. af 24°" intervals: olive with taht 
Shue rblack! black ground with elive red, (ovens $0.95 
SIZES: 10-16. 
Matching men's shirts in sizes 1312-17, sleeve lengths 32-36 In 1. 2. 4.5 & 6 


Mail orders filled in 48 hours. Add 40c postage 


Milton's Clothing Cupboard 


Blue brown 




















Send for free fall fashion booklet just published 
Chopel Hill, N. C. ond 
798 Peachtree St. N. E., Atlanta, Go. 

























BACKYARD DRIVING RANGE 
for YEAR-AROUND practicing 


jit a real golf ball—not a practice ball—whenever 
you get the urge—right in your own basement, garage 
‘or hack yard! Completely portable—scts up in just 
minutes. Rustproof frame of sturdy tubular steel . . . 
big 8 x 8 heavy duty cotton net, completely weather- 
proof. Impossible to drive ball thru net. Movable 
target helps aim, shows when you hook or slice. Fully 
guaranteed for L year—moncy back if not satis 

fied. Makes a terrific gift! Immediate delivery, 
postage prepaid, in time for Christmas. Sorry, 
no COD's. Send check or money order today: 


TRADE MFG. CO., Dept.P1 = S00 S. WABASH AVE, CHICAGO, ILL. 





THIS CHRISTMAS — A LIVE Seeds 
ag | 


That's right! 
Give him a Lifetime 
Subscription to PLAYBOY 
and if he lives in New York, Chicago, Los Angeles, 
Dallas or Miami, his gift will be announced by a 
personal visit from a Playmate. No kidding! She'll 
present him with a special certificate informing 
him that he will receive PLAYBOY every month for 
the rest of his life (and he can pass along his 
subscription for one generation). 

$150 and we'll need to know his address (where 
you want the Playmate to make the presentation) 
and his phone number. 


PLAYBOY Dept. 121 
232 East Ohio Street 





Chicago 11, IItin 





one cye. 
Holy smoke,” she said without mov- 
ing. “not here we go again! 

He kicked off his shoe nd jumped 
up onto the bed. Standing over her, he 
continued to photograph. “Roll over, 
he said. She started. “Not vet.” he said, 
adjusting his shutter speed. “OK. now. 
She rolled over, her head following her 
body in complete relaxation. The hair 
ribbon came loose and her hair fell over 
her face. “Hold it.” said Steve. 

He made an adjustment on his cam- 
cra, knelt beside her ana photographed 
a closer angle. Another. closer still. 
Finally, leaning close beside her. he com- 
posed a shot from throat to forehead. 

“What's all this?” she asked, watching 
him. 

“Choker,” he said, professionally. 

“Oh 

He made the shot. and stood up on 
the bed, surveying it for possible addi- 
tional angles. She looked up at him. 
“Anything else?” she asked. 

“Wait a second, Jisten, would it be 
too much trouble to get under the 
covers?” 

“Why not?” she said. 
night, believe it or not. 

“Thanks.” 

She slid from the bed, took off her 
robe, let it fall to the floor and slipped 
in under the covers. 

“That's great,” said Steve. “Now what 
do you do with your arms?” 

Whatever you tell me. 


















































IT do it every 











“Different things, Sometimes like this 
—or like this —or th 

“Let me have one of each.” 

She moved gracefully from position to 

position while he moved about to cap: 
ture the ideal angle each time. 
That does it.” he said fi 
hopped off of the bed. She rema 
under the covers breathing steadily. 
“You sleeping?” he whispered. 

“Wish I was.” she whispered back. 

He went to her dressing table and 
picked up his drink. He took a swallow 
nd said. “Good day's work.” 

“If [ could just stay here," she said 
from her pillow, “I'd give anythir 
{Ilmost anything.’ 

The phone rang. 

I don't know what time it she 
said, “but whatever, I'll never catch up 
now, anyway. And for all I know he 
canceled everything.” 

‘The phone ra 

“So why shouldn't I?” she asked. 

The phone rang. 

“Answer it, for God's sake! We did 
the nerve-testing bit before.” 

The phone ra 
“What if we weren't here?” she asked. 
If we weren't here it wouldn't be 
ringing.” 

“Don't be so sure,” she said sagely. 

The phone rang for the last tim 
t thing you know,” he said 





























































Genuine! Original! 


SACK 
DRESS 


Why spend big money ¢ 

igh fashion when you can 
her the authentic Sack 

for just a dollar! Made of 


honest-to-goodness potato 
sacks. The loveliest female 
will look like o sack of pota- 
toes. Handsome two-color 


print. Man’s revenge! 5 1 


A sack-ful of fun. 
Ppd. only. 

Greenland) Studios 
Dept. PL-12 


5858 Forbes St. -ptisburgh 17, Pa 


NEED A REALLY NEW 
GIFT IDEA...2 


# GOOD LUCK 
Money Clip 


“The GIFT 
EVERY MAN 
WANTS” 


CUSTOM BUILT 
PERSONALIZED 


MAGNIFICENT 
OR YOUR FRIENDS 


THIS: ninosoun BILL CLIP Has EVERYTHING! 
HOLDS BILLS. CHECKS, MEMO-NOTES, FIRMLY AND 
NEATLY = COMES WITH GENUINE SILVER DOLLAR 
ATTACHED-HOHDGRAMMED=TREASUREO THE YEAR 
nseD-QUANTITY PRICES AVAILABLE 

WP (SURED, POST PAID. 
cet aoe ene WD 


o/s tis cant give diamonds... 
ive this tiny treasure trove of sound! 
the incredible 6-TRANSISTOR 


HITACHI RADIO 
featured in TIME, FORTUNE, and on TV 


Brilliant Frnaicer pr engineered 
wate hmaker ps ion. Only 
4 374" x 134", dynamic 
Speakon i tisten-anywhere power, 
jockproof plastic case. Color 
combinations: Red-Gray, White- 
Pearl, Black-Gold. A gift you'll 

‘want at least two of (one to Iecnn 

Only $39.95 ppd 
Complete with personal earphone and 

fong-life STANDARD battery, 

hd ‘Send check or Money Order. Folly Guaranteed 

or Quality and Complete Satistactien, 
























Slide Rule Makes 
You An Expert 


Thumb no more pages! 
400 cocktail recipes tor 
cui guests ike, Sel the driak number you 
fute and read th izing instruc: 
Coon ‘Gal 277" #654" Balls 
{ection guarantced. No 


PARTY TIMES Saisie 

















(Sap J bors evervining 2 set wi 
So easy and thrifty 

Scientifically design: 
head adjusts to each 
position so ils all you 
need. TRY IT— We 
guarantee you'll enjoy 
playing with only 1 
club or your money 
back. Spec. 36” short 







J aust vial 

/ Your sHor 
PUTTER-DRIVER 
eae ae 


37" Med.; 38" long. 
International Golf Products Postpaid 
HINSDALE 65, ILLINOIS $24.95 





“they'll be pounding up here to sce if 
I've murdered you.” 
“Who?” 
“I don’t 
Somebody.” 


know. The management. 


agement,” she sid, “couldn't 





“But if they know you haven’t gone 
out and they keep ringing 

She sat up, slowly. “I think the thing 
is to lock the door,” she said. 

“You do?” 

“From the inside.” 

“Ir’s a thought,” he said, and started 
out. 

“And the Do NOT DISTURB,” 
softly to his back. 

When he returned a minute later, he 
found the lights in the bedroom re- 
adjusted. 

“How'd you make out?” she asked. 

He sat beside her, on the edge of the 
bed. 

“Well, it was a fascinating experience. 
I went out there and I opened the door 
and I hung that sign on the knob and 
1 closed the door and I locked it and I 
came bacl 

“That's the most inating experi- 
ence I ever heard of,” she said. 

“I'm thinking of writing a book about 








she called 




















“With pictures?” 
“No, no, I've stopped taking pictures.” 
“You're so right!" 
He stood up and unfastened his left 
cuff Tink 








“You're not worried now. are you?" 
she asked. 

“What about?” 

“About somebody thinking you've 
murdered me.” 

“They wouldn't think that. ‘They 


wouldn't dare,” he said, unfastening his 
right cult link. 

The phone rang. 

She reached for it 
“Hello.” 

“Now she answers it,” 
the dressing table. 
Quiet,” she said. and put her atten- 
tion on the telephone. “Yes? . . . Yes, 
this is she . . . I'm terribly sorry, but 
it was unavoidable.” To Steve: “Open 
the window a little, will you? Get some 
air in her To the phone: “I'd love 
to, but it’s just a question of working 
it in. I'm leaving on Fri To Steve: 
“Other side. dopey. 
first.” To the phor 
but I can't promise, You'll have to 
Mr. Tren at.” “To Stev 
“Hello! Wait a second.” To the phone: 
“No, I doubt it.” With the phone 
dangling and gurgling between them, 
she and Steve exchanged a long, re- 
membered, familiar and equitable kiss, 
after which she spoke into the phone 
in. “I have to go now,” she 
“We're running a little late.” 


and answered. 


said Steve to 















id close this door 
Tl do my best. 
l 


























once 2 
said. 








BRITISH 
BOBBY’S 
CAPE 







casual 
comfortable | 


authentic 


You probably read in Life 
Bee abour these British 


ish police b: 
“em. Seems Scorlan 
jects to their being taken off 
the shoulders of their con- 
stabulary and spirited our of 
the country. Nevertheless, 
thar’s exactly what's happen- 
ing, and you'll have to go 
some t0 find a more casual, 
comfortable, or distinctive our” 
fic. Warm wool-lined, rubber- 
ized capes are waterproofed, 
great for football games, ice- 
skating, skiing, sports car 
rallies, ‘campus wear, beer 
busts, specrator Sports, rainy 
days etc, Cape (one size only) 
doubles nicely as a_ skirt, 
comes wih badge bearing the 

1 crest..Only $19.95 ppd. 


royal 
MADISON HOUSE, bept. p, 205 Madison Ave., .Y.17 

















Captured for her forever by 
a sparkling genuine 2-pt. dia- 
mond handset to mark the 
date on an accurate calendar 
of 14K solid gold engraved to 
your order. 


SHOWN ACTUAL SIZE 
14k gold, handmade spiral bracelet 
and charm - $36.00 
$15.00 


Shipment in 48 hours; safe delivery ossured. 
No €.0.D.'s, please. 





win okay Kouce 


‘512 Beflevwe Theatre Bldg., Upper Montclair, N- J. 


103 


PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Janet Pilgrim can tell you where 
you can buy any of the 
interesting items you see 
featured or advertised in 
PLaypoy. Use the Index of 
Advertisers and coupon below. 


INDEX OF ADVERTISERS 
ADVERTISER 

Adam and Eve..-. 
After Six Formal Wear...- 
Stanley Blacker. ......- 
Byford "98" Socks .. 
Campus Casual Company. 
Columbia Accessories... 
Columbia LP Record Club. 
Columbia Phonographs . 
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O Columbia Records 5 
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Concertapes .. 
Corbin 








Cricketer Trimlines. ... 
Domino, The.. 
Duotone Needles. .....- 
Enst Liverpool China Co. 





















Epic Recor: etegecrersee dil 
Guide Publishing Co., The.......14 
Hawthorne Books . . 6 
Heath Hi-Fi Kits... areancls 
Indies, Inc. ren 90 


Eddie Jncobs, Ltd... 
1 Kaywoodie Pipes 

L’Aimant by Coty,..... 

Tucien Lelong Colosmes .-++++-++ 

Lileos Inc. 





Medico Filter Pipes. 
Milton’s Clothing Cupboar 102 
Minx Specialties. . F 
My Sin by Lanvin. 
NoDoz -..... 
























1 Offbeat Records . 10 
1 Paris Belts... 
1 Plymouth Rain Weor 8 
CO Rek-0-K 
Saint +26 
Sir Walter Raleigh Pipe Tobacco.19 
Sirloin Room Steaks. 19 


Staye Shop, The... 
Stylack Company. 
Usher's Scotch Whisky...-..++ 

1 Vox Records ,......yseeeeeee 
Hiram Walker.......+ 

Warner Bros. Records. 
Woodmere Mills... 
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Check boxes aboye for information reeard- 
ing advertisers. Use these lines for informa~ 
tion about other featured merchandi 








Your Name... ... 





Address. .-.....- 





City yeaa ec 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Il. 











PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


IF AUTO RACING’S your cup of tea. you can 
get it either hot or cold in February: on 
the beach and International Motor 
Speedway at Daytona, where NASCAR's 
annual stock car race is held. or on the 
ice at Muskoka Lake. Ontario. And if 
you beat the rush co the Florida contest 
(it draws a real crowd) chances are good 
that you can stay at nearby Ormond 
Beach where Ellinor Village, a relaxed, 
sprawling, cottage colony, consumes a 
considerable number of beachside acres. 
Prices for a couage run SI2-S27 a day, 
and from there you can try a bi vip 
up the junglebanked Tomoka River. 
Yachting bugs make a note right now: 
early February is ue Miami-Nassau run; 
later on, the Nassau Cup races. 

Should you plan on visiting the land 
of the orange and the palm wee by car. 
shortest route down from New York and 
much of the East follows the Jersey Turn- 
pike to the Delaware Memorial Bridge, 
south on U.S. 13 to the Kiptopeke Ferry, 
then along U.S. 17 to Jacksonville, En 
route you might pkin to pull off 17 on 
U.S. 158 to Nags Head, on the North 
rolina coast, for a rousing Valentine 
weekend of fox hunting from the Caro: 
linian Hotel there. The tab is a gentle 
$10 a day. The chase (by jeep, not nag) 
is a bracer in itself, but there's also every- 
thing from posh hunt breakfasts and on- 
the-beach oyster roasts to an clegant Sat- 
urday night hunt ball that doesn’t end 
till Sunday morn. 

From mid-February on, the brave bulls. 
are in season in Mexico City, and il you're 
at all fascinated by Hashing capes. trajes 
de luces, Olets and all that jazz, you'll 












































want to be there for the bullfights and 
accompanying night life. Try an carly 
evening snack at El Paquito, and chances 
are you'll find the afternoon's matadors. 
unwinding at the table next to yours; 
then move on — afoot via Paseo de la Re- 
forma if you crave company — for late 
dinner and dancing at any of the large 
hotel supper clubs. For the small hours 
of uic a.M., go on to the Tenampa ne 
borhood for mariachi serenades and a 
bowl of birria soup (great medicine for 
the Morning After) at El Golpe, Te 
nampa Club or Los Arcos. After you've 
had your fill of night life, take a run 
up to Guaymas. an ancient Spanish: 
Mexican town where, like the Chamber 
of Commerce says. “desert and moun 
tains meet the sea.” Three days of yacht. 
ing, riding, skindiving and dancing at ot 
near the Playa de Cortes Hotel will run 
you a pleasant $26. 

When winging to or from Europe 
you'd be pretty silly not to take advan 
tage of the tax-free airports that dot the 
routes of the major lines: Shannon Air 
port in Ireland, Kastrup in Gopenbagen 
Orly Field in Paris, and Rhine-Main in 
Frankfart. Here you escape all those 
irksome federal, sales and customs taxes 
on the likes of hooch. cameras, watches, 
perfumes, ete. But be sure to figure the 
cost within your $500 duty-free exemp 
tion unless you want to pay Unde Sam 
duty at your American port of entry. 

For further information on any of the 
above, wrile to Playboy Reader Service, 
232 Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois. 



















































NEXT MONTH: 


AN ALL-STAR OCCASION FEATURING FICTION, ARTICLES AND 


SATIRE BY BEN HECHT, 


MARION HARGROVE, JULES 


FEIFFER, P.G. WODEHOUSE, CHARLES BEAUMONT AND J.P. 





‘THE GINGER MAN") DONLEAVY 


PARTY GAMES-—SUGGESTIONS (ILLUSTRATED) FOR 


ENLIVENING YOUR NEXT SOIREE 


THE PLAYMATE REVIEW—ALL THE PLAYMATES OF THE 


YEAR TOGETHER IN ONE ISSUE 


o==.9 FREE..ANY 3 


of these superb [High-Fidelity | [High-Fidelity | Fidelity 


COLUMBIA ana EPIC RECORDS 


tie, Warm and Tender, 


¥ 
fayette ala Tara if you join the Columbia @ Record Club 
RAY CONNIFF and orchestra 


'S MARVELOUS 








now —and agree to purchase 
4 selections during the coming 12 months. 


He YoU receive, at once, AY 3. 
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Stich you ree ree each men 
=I} 7 lecuan for eur Sutin ake 37 
Se Fecord fe be olered inthe coming 1? SH 
a, Pe, Tn. you rece seven te: WO record on) pare meth 
res for there ot four ~» reine 

tts much 2m ke Te.04 cen member 
Tine efter purchasing tour 

Her prone ny fu nar erat Wo The Ea 
yeuecene 12, Coumbin er Ee Lhe records you want are aled 
JULIE ANOREWS| erws,reorgiel your cance ree for OK tna billed ta you atthe regular 
ee ‘Every to ation selection yeu buy Te 
“te 2 tel ay oe of tor Ta Soya eect 
fue Divalent Cua Ustenne feng at ir smell aii 
nein are Onrcng, Srovonay, Movies, Yee’ charge SP : 
Prony ion" sad nical Comedies hse 
















































REX HARRISON 





Kostelanetz 












tbe delighted with mem 









\o Tah meth be Chis sal me 
as Sat apr sate aondes 
q Trews en ney a ans aut salar a eat 





Te Reema nde % Aral i eer Si 1 ogee Rap COLUMBIA @ RECORD CLUB mere naure monn 


BASSE Aes acca 
on P| wie Pe a ee aS 






"ree 
‘Some eit, Seta By 








Theb'y thes, "athers” —SHoign tia, 9 mare Love's Ole ‘Soest Some Sih pte and Set? Fae hat a eLDEI AH TANS NCAT PSTAGIOE CHG 
Beat of My Heart |/fvevUi S COLUMBIA @ RECORD CLUB, Dept. 230-3 
SIBELIUS Terre Hout, Indione 
mene oe 3 avers have treed 





tie “tno crrell tr kn the Tolowlng Bivicien bf the Club 
(check one ber only) 
i Clowiest —C) Ustening ond Dancing) Jane 
0 Breadway, Movies 





Reread Coan 














1S. Wratnning tucne 20, Suave on 


Feclmet 
cencerien wer omocaed 























Gr sesvss TOME os Sto 
Nelson Eddy CANAiA: Prices tn Nahe crs ih Soho Re. Fria 3 
1 zou wiah Lo have tie membership credited to an estailahed Columba oF Rple 
Complete Score ‘Freord Wealet, auihonioed to necert subseriptisns, ian the fonowing.s OT Pl 
: Des Ramses = Bex 
eer tes ner ary 





‘CIRCLE THE NUMBERS OF THE 3 RECORDS YOU Want — 

















E Hodges & Tamme 12. Arde Moulrt= 22, Tony heme 
bas S oa the “ia bp 
‘any a NC LE 
reals 











SAMMY KAVE 
‘gs an Ss 





ene 38 sate 





res Wales od 

















15, Pepin end Staton ** Teer 
a 27 Winton. 
‘Cena Petemanie _ BB, tes ond ey Elon 























Ty Wisin Te fone 99, apo 









ee! 
The Pilodelph 


pees THE FOUR LADS } wh Totes 


ToL tigen ot nemo 





30, Fs dO The Tony 












































aceon) 













$eiumet, 32. Lat Cal fou geet 38. UNE cance ca Loe 28. seth VA. fpecelsches Gogh. 31. Caples 12 ereatest Wi 
i tf a Serre ref Sia Betome euch. PTY. Rees Label on 27. 
(aiieale sascha TeeTieg “Soecate, ts ‘Sard Sag 
fmest masteruece oegarsta, ee. 






cote en 


ill he love your 





‘Hep. U.S. Pat.O8.— A. Stein & Company « Chicago « New York + Los Angeles + Toronto 


Yes—he’ll love 





gift in May as he does in December? 


aris in the Spring 


This is a Christmas you'll both remember, for he'll be happily wearing the 
handsome “Paris”* Belt you give him long after the last gaunt gift has gone 


the way of tired tinsel and wrinkled wrappings. He'll love “Paris” all year. 
Why? Simply because he needs a new belt (have you looked at his belt 
lately?), and superb “Paris” styling and rich craftsmanship will sce him 
smartly through the coming year. Prices? $3,50 to $10.95, Result? Happy 
receiver—proud giver! Do your “Paris” shopping early. 





(Above) Alligator—King of Luxury Leathers. 
It takes an alligator years to grow askin worthy 
of this luxurious “Paris” Belt. In rich jewelry 
case—S10.95. 

(Center) Rugged. personalized. cowhide belt, 
a distinctive giftto let him know you thought 


just of him. Smart new initial, only $3.50, 
(Below) Rich Tallowed Leather. “Paris” crafis- 
men, like ancient English saddle makers, rub 
fine bridle leather with tallow to ereate a rich, 
supple finish that improves with age and wear. 
Belt with matching wallet, $7.50. 





